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Duration of Tiue 

Dramatic Timi. — Six '6a.ys represented on 
intervals. 

Day I. I. 1., a. Inlenal. 



Historic Tin. 
February 44 R 
occaaom, cf. 
Pbilippi). 



!.— From October 43 B.C. (Cesar's Triumph), c 
;. (the Lupercalia) — I. i, synchronises the tw 
V. 35 aod 73 — to autumn 4a B.C. (battle < 



Dramatis Piriona. First f^ven t^ Rowe. For Antmius, 
MaruUus, Ibarra. Claudius, Ft have Animie. MurtUus, Varrut. 
Claudia, all clearly unautheniic. The name Calpvmia appears 
alwB}'s as Ca^hurnia ; Shakespeare found both forms in 
Plutarch : it remains uncertain wbich he wrote. The true form 
(Colpumia) is thence adopted bjt most modem edd. 
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INTRODUCTION 



JuLivs CxsAR was first published in the Folio of ^. 
1623. The Cambridge editors justly emphasise the 
extreme correctness of the text there given, and 
conjecture that this play 'may have been (as the 
preface falsely implied that all were) printed from 
the original MS. of the author.' It was entered in 
the Stationers' Register, November 8, 1623, among 
the plays of Shakespeare 'not formerly entered to 
other men,' and then first published. 

The most important evidence for the date ofD»M<rfCoiB- 
Julius Casar is the following passage in Weever's *™™*- 
Mitror of Mariyrs, or Ike Life and Death of Sir John 
OMcastk (printed in 1601): — 

The many-headed mulcitui^e were drawn 

By Brutus' speech, that Cxsai was ambitious. 

When eloquent Marlt Antonie Iwd shewn 

His virtues, who but Brutus then was vicious ? 

Shakespeare's only known source, Plutarch, merely 
mentions the funeral speech of Brutus ; summarises 
Antony's in three lines of quite a different purport ; 
and knows nothing of the ' many-headed multitude's ' 
ready change of front, exhibited with peculiarly 
Shakespearean sarcasm in the play. The inference 
is forcible that Shakespeare's ^aA'nj Casar was already 
faouliar to the stage when Weever wrote. Weever, 
however, tells us that his Mirror was 'some two 
S 
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Julius Cassar 

years ago [i.e. in 1599] made fit for print.' The 
style and metre of Julius Casar are compatible 
enough with the date of Henry V^ But its close and 
numerous links between our play and Hamlet speak 
for the date 1600-1 ; and the lost play of Casals 
Fali oa which, in 1602, Webster, Middleton, Munday, 
Drayton, were at work for the rival company would 
have been a somewhat tardy counterblast to an old 
piece of 1 599. Other s^s of the deep impression 
it made point to the later date. Julius Casar was 
certainly not imconcemed in the revival of the fashion 
for tragedies of revenge with a ghost in them, which 
suddenly set in with Marston's Antonio and Mellida 
and Chettle's Hoffman in 1601. Jonson made hts 
own fashions. But the sudden appearance of the man 
of httle Latin in the arena of Roman tragedy put him 
on his mettle, and there can be little doubt that his 
massive Sejanus (1603) conveyed an unavowed 
challenge.* li Julius Casar, however, greatly stimu- 
lated tragedy at large, it struck a blight upon the 
dramas of Cassar's death, hitherto a very flourishing 
growth. After the abortive effort of Henslowe's 
men, and Alexander's probably quite independent 
tragedy, printed in Scotland in 1604,* no English 
poet again attempted to vie with Shakespeare. In 
rude German prose Julius Casar was repeatedly 
acted by the comedians abroad.* A puppet-play, 
doubtless founded on the drama, is mentioned in 

' With which it is in fact (brm in 1607 (Mill afRnned in 

classed, on pux^y metrical \ia Li/tef SkaJasptart,-^ az^\. 

grounds, by the latest invesli- ' Juhus Casar, by William 

galor of Shakespeare's metre, Alexander, afterwards Eail of 

Goswin K<inig \Drr Vers in Stirling. It was republished io 

Sh.' s Dramtn, ^. iy]\. London, 1607. It is a learned 

* It will suffice to mention work. 

here Mr. Fleay's belief that * First at Dresden, 1636 

Jonson abridged and corrected (Crdienach, SfllampUlt d.tngL 

Julius Casar into its present Cum. p, ilii). 
6 
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1605. A caitury later the Duke of Buckingham 
divided the play into two tragedies, Ctesar and Bnitiu, 
neither of which was ever performed.^ And in. 
Voltaire's Brutus and La Mart de Char ShakeEpeare 
achieved his first (as yet very qualified) triumphs 
over the dramatic traditions of the Continent 

The suggestion thatyi^&Ki Casar was prompted by 
the conspiracy of Essex in January to February i6or 
(FumivaU, Acad., September 18, 1875, and Preface 
to Leopold Shakspen) is interesting, but the links 
are Ear too slender to support any inference as to the 
date. 

As has just been stated, the I^'all of Casar was SMicaetUM 
familiar on English stages before Shakespeare wrote, ^^^ 
as well as the kindred subject of Oesar and Pompey, 
— a kind of First Part to the History. The very 
early (and perhaps mythical) Julius Casar recorded 
to t^ve been performed at Whitehall in r562 possibly 
included both. A lost play, Casar Interfectus, by Dr. 
Eedes, was acted at Oxford in rsSz. Gosson mentions 
a Casar and Pompey in his School of Abuse (1579X 
and Henslowe another in his Diary (1594), None 
of these survives, but Shakespeare seems to be 
cognisant of their existence. His opening scene is 
addressed to a public famiUar with the history of 
Pompey and Pompey's sons ; * Polonius' description 
\of his performance of the murdered Cjesar at the 
•^University, indicates that that subject was in vogue 
there; and some apparently purposeless deviations 
from Plutarch are probably concessions to an 
established dramatic or literary tradition. Thus the 
lamous ' Et tu Brute ' had occurred in the Trut 

' Tkt Tragedy of Casar and a? f. 
Tkr Tragedy of Brutus, both 

priDted 173a. Their relalion to ^ Sbniluly v. i. loa impUes 

the original hai been claborBlelj famjliarit)' with the suicide of 
bandied by O. Miek^. / B. xxi*. Cato. 
7 
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2>agedy (1595); and Chaucer already placed the 
murder in the Capitol instead of in Pompey's Curia, 
;^though Shakespeare still makes Caesar's bleeding 
body lie along the base of Pompey's statue. 

But Shakespeare undoubtedly drew his materials 
substantially from Plutarch's lives of Cassar, Brutus, 
and Antony, as translated by Sir Thomas Notth.^ 
The translations had probably become as early familiar 
to him, and interested him as keenly, as the nearly 
contemporary folio of Holinshed.^ In now closing 
his Holinshed and opening his Plutarch Shakespeare 
turned from a homely though picturesque annalist to 
a philosophic and sentimental biographer, from a naiive 
chronicler of events to a literary and self-conscious 
exponent of men. For Plutarch personality was, 
if not the supreme, certainly the most attractive and 
intelligible factor in history ; public events interested 
him by their bearing upon character, and his peculiar 
art and charm lay in following his heroes among the 
intimacies of their private life, and allowing them to 
reveal themselves in their familiar converse^ their 
table-talk, their memorable epigrams and repartees. 
He had, moreover, the moralist's eye for ethical 
problems, for conflicts of motive and passion and 
conscience. And neither of these traits can have been 



' Til Livti if lit Natli fiaii, and tbe Liva in qiuslion 

GrecioHi, compared la^lhir by \:&'Wt:&\Sli Skaksptar^! Library ,—• 

that grave learned pkilosapher There is an exhaustive study of 

and hiiloriografker PLUTARKI Shokispeare's use of Plutarch 

as Chaehonia. Ai the title- by Delius in /. ,9. xriL 67. 
page candidly states, North had * Bassanio's compaiisoo of 

translated the French trunslation Portia to her namesake ' Cato'a 

of Amyot, ta which his own daughter, Bnitus' Portia.' {Mer. 

ovres something of its relative if Vai. L i. 166) ; Portia's 

accomplishment, as prose, and own name; and the deep admit- 
" ' ' ioQ for Caesar betrayed by a 

>st of eailkr alhmoiu all 
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without relish for an intellect ripening towards the 
profoimder psychology and the graver questionings 
of Measure for Measure, Hamlet, and Ceesar. Hence, 
while Holinshed had furnished little more than the 
outhne of the action to Richard III. or Richard II., 
the far subtler tragic conflict of Brutus, with almost 
every detail of the action, and a hundred vivid traits 
of character, are already clearly foreshadowed in 
Plutarch. But it is in ^e drama that the implicit 
eloqu^ice of the subject is first revealed. The 
means by which this is efiected are, however, wonder- 
fully simple. The language, though charged with 
poetry, is of a pellucid simplicity which Shakespeare 
had rarely approached ; and through large tracts of 
it Plutarch's pedestrian narrative survives, only lifted - 
to a higher potency and purged of the last suggestion 
of banahty and rhetoric But at a few decisive 
points Shakespeare intervenes. Brutus' monologue 
in ii. I. is wholly original. Of his oration after 
Ciesar's death, Plutarch records merely that it was 
designed 'to win the favour of the people and to 
justify that they had done.' ^ Shakespeare gives him 
a speech strikingly unlike any of his other speeches 
in style, though full of his character ; * a speech 

1 Even these words iliictly wiliingly.' The modd ot such 
describe a previous harangue on a speech , ia a parallel situation, 
(he Capitd. Shakespeoie "DoA at hand, as 

' The style of Brutiii sfack Mr. GoUanci has plausibly sug- 
tras evidentlj adopted on Plu- gested. in the hanuigueor Belle- 
larch's bint that in writing forest's Hamlet to the people 

~ " killing the king (cf. also ' 

o Fischer, Hamlet, p. 104). 

mting One more of Che ineihaustible 

points of contact between the 

lioD that Belleforcst was known 
to Shakespeare, though the first 

oAended me ; if against your attested English edition is o[ 

wiUi, show it then by gJTiog me i6o3. 
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moreover in prose,* which he nowhere else uses. 
Antony's oration is represented by the following : — 

* Wiien Cassar's body was brought into the market- 
place, Antonius making his funeral Oration in praise 
of the dead according to the ancient custom of 
Rome, and perceiving that his words moved the 
common people to compassion : he framed his 
eloquence to make their hearts yearn the more, and 
taking Caesar's gown all bloudy in his hand, he layed 
it open to the sight of them all, shewing what a 
number of cuts and holes it had in it. Therewith 
all the people fell presently into such a rage and 
mutinie that there was no more order kept among 
the common people.' * 

/Plutarch assures us that Antony was eloquent: 
but he left it to Shakespeare to convert his blunt 
Casca-like report into the superb 



The action of the play is strikingly clear and 
simple. In this point of dramatic technique, as in 
others, it differs widely from the other Roman plays. 
The bewildering complexity of the history of Antony 
and Cleopatra has its counterpart in that play. A 
like chaos on a smaller scale tilled the period inter- 
vening between Csesar's death and Philippi, and 



qoeslioa Is e^icellently answered libeny," itick ia his thnul. and 

by Janisen {Die Praia in. Sk.'s he give* [hem instead a mathe- 

Dtwiun. p. 41). Bnitus is sn matical denKmltratioa oT his 

idealist. He loves ' the people ' bancsly.' 
ia idea, but is constrained when ' L^e ef J. Catar (Haditl : 

addressing them face to face. Sbalispeare Librai;, vol. ilj. 

He has eloquence and passion p. 1B6). A similar but less de- 

Ibr Antony ; but, unlike Antony, tailed passage Occun in his Life 

only the dry language of under- ^M, AHltmy, ib pi. 331. 
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Plntarch patiently chronides the undecisive move- 
ments and counter-movements which for a while held 
destiny in suspense: the negotiations between ^e 
GfHispirators and the Senate, its vote of thanks to 
Brutus and Antonius, the feud between Antony and 
Octavius, and Brutus' voluntary withdrawal from 
Italy — not for his own safety, but foreseeing the 
overthrow of Rome; his sojourn at Athens, where 
he ' went daily to hear philosophic lectures ' ; his 
qmxotic humanities in the field and reiterated dis- 
sensions with Cassius ; finally the two battles at 
Hiilippi, thtee weeks apart, in which Cassius and 
Bnittis were separately vanquished. All this Shake- 
speare compresses into three critical moments : — 
Ccesar's funeral, and the final ruin of Brutus and 
Cassius in Italy ; the camp at Sardis, and their 
qoairel ; Philippi, and their overthrow. The quarrel 
(iv. 3.) is a wonderfiil example of concentration. 
Plutarch reports very briefly how on their first 
meeting 'they went into a little chamber together 
and bade every man avoid, and did shut the doors to 
them. Then they began to pour out their complaints 
one to the other, and grew hot and loud, earnestly 
accusing one another, and at length fell both a 
weeping.' In the height of their strife they are 
interrupted by the 'counterfeit Cynic,* Fhaonius 
(the Poet of the play). On the followii^ day they 
again meet and exchange grave reproaches: Brutus 
has condemned and noted Lucius Pelia; Cassius 
remonstrates; Brutus bids him remember the Ides f 
of March ; but neither now passes the timits of 
debate. Finally, on the closing page of the life^ 
Plutarch records the death of Portia. All these 
four strands are interwoven in Shakespeare's won- 
derful scene. The 'hot and loud complaints' 
and ' weepii^ ' of their first meeting are made 
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articulate with the arguments of their second. The 
intrusion of the Cynic, instead of 'breaking off their 
strife for that time,' throws a gleam of relieving 
burlesque upon their restored harmony; and the 
tidings of Portia's death, undermining the sources of 
Brutus' Stoic self-control, give the clue to the uncon- 
trolled outburst, as anger, of the passion so sternly 
suppressed as grief. *I did not think you could 
have been so angry,' says Cassius, and his anger is 
as amazing to the reader as it is to Cas^us, until 
this subtle trait renders it natural and pathetic. 

Plutarch's character- drawing, like bis narrative, 
suffers from his twofold rflle of historian and moralist 
His Brutus is a compromise between the humane 
idealist whom he wished to portray and the grasping 
dodrinmre whom he was too honest wholly to efface. 
His lofty Stoic condescends to a vulgar rivalry 
with Cassius for the election to the prsetor's chair ; 
nay, at Pharsalia, the general whose humanity amazed 
friend and foe promises his soldiers ' the sack of two 
cities if they fought like men,' — an embarrassing in- 
consistency for which his biographer rather awkwardly 
apologises as the ' only fault to be found in all Brutus' 
life, and that is not to be gainsaid' The faults of 
Shakespeare's Brutus are exposed with a far surer 
hand; he is nevertheless a loftier character: no soil 
of meanness, cruelty, or vulgar rivalry complicates 
the tragedy of his fate. The personal relation to 
Caesar which he violates ' for the general ' (good) is a 
more intimate one. Rome calls him 'Caesar's angel' 
In Plutarch, Caesar ' did not trust him overmuch,' and 
included him with Cassius in his dislike of ' lean and 
whitely-faced' men. Brutus on his part was 'incensed' 
by Cassius against the tyrant. The monologue which 
Shakespeare puts in his mouth is a marvel of fanatical 
self-deception. It is not any actual 'tyranny' that 
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mores him, for he owns that 'the quarrel will bear 
no colour for the thing' Csesar 'is'; it is not even 
the abstract name of king which moves him, but a 
' change of nature ' which that might induce. ' Then 
lest it may, prevent.' Brutus, like Hamlet, is set in 
action by the bidding of a ghost; but his ghost is 
not the discloser of a crying wrong which he groans 
to be summoned to set right, but a true phantom 
which drives him headlong to the redress of wrongs 
which even his biassed reason can only discover in 
a hypothetical futurity. 

Shakespeare's Cassius is, to a far greater degree o 
than his Brutus, Plutarch made eloquent. The 
contrast between the philosophic and the self^eeking 
poUtician appealed strongly to the Greek's academic 
intellect, and he brings it out with incisive sharpness. 
He admits that Brutus' tactics were disastrous to the 
conspirators and to the repubUcan cause. But he 
has no eye for the pathos of Cassius' devotion to the 
friend whose errors he recc^ised and suffered by. 
This trait Shakespeare has sympathetically seized in 
the famous ' quarrel scene ' ; Cassias' hot temper 
blazes rashly out; but Brutus' answering passion 
overwhelms him with grief and despair — 

Come, Antony, and young Octavius, come. 



For Cassias is awcaiy of the world. 
But the brilliant figure of Antony owes far more Antaiy. 
to Shakespeare. Plutarch's Antony is a scheming 
soldier, who carries his way by practical sagacity and 
ruthless cruelty. Shakespeare's is in addition to all 
this a consummate artist, and an artist by tempera- 
ment as well as by his technical mastery of effect. 
Shakespeare has deliberately charged his eloquence 
with the task of inflaming the people which Plutarch's 
Antony achieves mainly by strategic skilL He even 
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aggravates the difficulty of the task to throw into 
relief the intellectual brilliance of the achievenient 
The Roman multitude, in Plutarch, need little incite- 
ment to rise upon the slayers of Ctesar. The first 
act of the conspirators is to take refuge in the Capitol; 
when Brutus at last ventures down, and addresses 
the people, they 'showed, immediately after, that 
they were not at all contented with the murder.' 
The next day, by Antony's arrangement, Cassar's will 
is read to them, and they are 'marvellously sorty 
for him.' The funeral oration which Antony then 
delivers has but to fire a train, not to turn a tide. 

If Shakespeare idealises Brutus, Cassius, Antony, 
he has notoriously depressed Csesar. Plutarch's own 
Cnsar is far from being the Csesar of Mommsen ; 
and Shakespeare has touched the slightly dispar^ng 
portrait into something like caricature. He dwells 
with curious persistence on the physical infirmities 
of the ageing dictator, and swells their number with 
others of his own devising, — a falling sickness, a 
deafness in one. ear. He accentuates every trait of 
superstition, — the touching at the Lupercal, the con- 
sultation of the sacriiicers, the senile vacillation on 
the moving of the fatal Ides, Above all, he puts in 
the mouth of the man whose will has just responded 
so sendtively to the beck of dreams and omens, the 
most nu^ificent and sincere professions of immov* 
able constancy. All critics of the play have felt that 
this caustic treatment of Cfesar needed explanation. 
The early commentators found one, readily enough, 
in Shakespeare's limited classical knowledge; and 
one of his recent biographers has reinforced it, late in 
the day, with a splendid but irrelevant picture of the 
real Caesar.' But it is certain that Shakespeare did 
not think meanly of the 'foremost man in all the 
■ Bruides, Shaitiptart (E.T.) 1. 361 f. 
14 
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world.' Others have suggested more plausiUy that 
Caesar is presented as he appeared to the conspirators. 
Certainly he at times seems to justify Cassius' jaun- 
diced vision of him in his weaker moments.^ But 
what may hold of Cassius certainly does not hold of 
Brutus. His Cassar has no personal faults, and he 
has never 'known when his afTections sway'd more 
than his reason ' ; his Cssar is doomed for what he 
might become, not for what he is, &utus alone 
distinguishes between the man Cxsar and what be 
stood for. At the outset he would gladly spare the 
man if he could annihilate the spirit. ' O, that we 
then could come by Cassar's spirit, and not dis- 
member Cssar ! ' It is his fatal illusion to believe 
that Caesar's spirit will perish when Cfesar is dismem- 
bered. But Ccesar is no sooner dead than the 
tokens accumulate that Cxsarism is still alive; and 
they seem to be specially addressed to Brutus. ' Let 
Brutus be Caesar I ' cry the mob when he has spoken, 
confuting him by their very applause. When he 
looks on the dead body of Cassius his eyes are 
opened, and the thrilling cry that breaks from him — 

O Julina' Cxsai, thoa »r( mighty yet ! 

Thj spiiit walks abroad, and turns our swoidt 

In our own proper entrails- 
is the final confession of failure. The apparition of 
Cjesar's spirit is a visible embodiment of the invisible 
forces which are controlling the issues of the plot 
Shakespeare here finely modified tradition to his own 
purpose. In the drama, as in Plutarch, the ghost 
replies to his question, ' I am thy evil spirit.* Shake- 
speare draws this trivial episode into touch with the 
very heart of the tragedy by identifying Brutus' evil 

' Cas^us' stoiy of tlie swim- me, Cai£iiu,or I sink' (i. 3. Ill^ 
miog - malch in Tiber, when is Shakespeare's. 
CsesBi succumbed with a ' Help 
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spirit with ' the ghost of Cfesar.' Thm Julius Casar 
at the threshold of the tragic period already betrays 
that sense of mysterious persistences of spiritual 
energy which conrinually emei^es in the tri^edies 
and inspires some of their most haunting and thrill- 
ing moments ; — energy which defies the accident of 
death— 

For it is, as tbe air, invulnerable, 
And our vxun blows malicious mockery. 

Brutus' 

O Julius Cxsar, thou art mighty yet ! 

is the pathetic recognition of that which Macbeth 
divines with his horror-stricken 

That, when the brains w 

Undoubtedly, however, Shakespeare's wonderful 
intuition of the potency of Csesarism was facilitated 
by positive political prepossessions. He interpreted 
the Rome of Csesar by the England of Elizabeth, 
and the analogy was sufficiently close to supply in 
a measure the place of genuine historical insight 
Elizabeth, like Plutarch's Caesar, was old and infirm, 
capricious and vain ; her death was imminent and 
the succession not absolutely sure. The failure of 
Essex's fatuous rebelUon may or may not have 
occurred when Shakespeare wrote; but in any case 
the monarchy itself must have seemed to him utterly 
beyond assault His picture of the Roman demos 
is notoriously coloured by the Elizabethan's genial 
contempt for the masses. Plutarch's People, as we 
have seen, were far from being a quantiti nigU^aile 
to a clever orator. 
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JULIUS C^SAR 



ScKHE I. Rome. A street 

Enter Flavius, Marullus, and certain 
Commoners. 

J^av. Hence I home, yaa idle creatures, get you 
home: 
Is this a holiday? what I know you not. 
Being mechanical, you ought not walk 
Upon a labouring day without the sign 
Of your profession ? Speak, what trade art thou ? 

Mrst Com. Why, sir, a carpenter. 

Mar. Where is thy leather apron and thy rule ? 
What dost thou with thy best apparel on ? 
You, sir, what trade arc you ? 

Sec. Com. Truly, sir, in respect of a fine work- i 
man, I am but, as you would say, a cobbler. 

Mar. But what trade art thou? answer me 
directly. 

See. Com. A trade, sir, that, I hope, I may 

3. tuthimicai, of the artisan regulation borrowed bom Vj>i 
class. lish trade-guilds. 

3. you Bt^t not ■aatk, etc ; a la. dinctiy, without evaSMC 
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use with a safe conscience ; which is, indeed, sir, 
a mender of bad soles. 

Mar. What trade, thou knave? thou naughty 
knave, what trade ? 

Sec. Com. Nay, I beseech you, sir, be not 
out with me : yet, if you be out, sir, I can mend 
you. 

Mar. What meanest thou by that? mend me, • 
thou saucy fellow ! 

Sec. Com. Why, sir, cobble you. 

Flav. Thou art a cobbler, art thou ? 

Sec. Com. Truly, sir, all that I live by is with 
the awl : I meddle with no tradesman's matters, 
nor women's matters, but with awl. I am, in- 
deed, sir, a sui^eon to old shoes ; when they are 
in great danger, I recover them. As proper men 
as ever trod upon neat's leather have gone upon 
my handiwork. ; 

I^av. But wherefore art not in thy shop to- 
day? 
Why dost thou lead these men about the streets ? 

Sec. Cem. Truly, sir, to wear out their shoes, 
to get myself into more work. But, indeed, sir, 
we make holiday, to see Oesar and to rejoice in 
his triumph. 

Mar. Wherefore rejoice? What conquest 
brings he home? 
What tributaries follow him to Rome, 
To grace in captive bonds his chariot-wheels ? 
You blocks, you stones, you worse than senseless 

things I . 

you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome, 
Knew you not Pompey? Many a time and oft 
Have you climb'd up to walls and battlements, 
To towers and windows, yea, to chimney-tops, 
40. sauehJi, ID 
18 
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Your infants in f out anns, and there have sat 
The Uve-loi% day, with patient expectation. 
To see great Pompey pass the streets of Rome : 
And when you saw his chariot but appear, 
Have you not made an universal shout. 
That Tiber trembled underneath her banks. 
To hear the replication of your sounds 
Made in her concave shores ? 
And do you now put on your best attire ? 
And do you now cull out a holiday ? 
And do you now strew flowers in bis way 
That comes in triumph over Pompey's blood ? 
Be gone 1 

Run to your houses, fall upon your knees. 
Pray to the gods to intermit the plague 
That needs must light on this ingratitude. < 

J^av. Go, go, good countrymen, and, for this 
fault, 
Assemble all the poor men of your sort ; 
Draw them to Tiber banks, and weep your tears 
Into the channel, till the lowest stream 
Do kiss the most exalted shares of alt. 

[Exeunt all the Commoners. 
See, whether their basest metal be not moved ; 
They vanish tongue-tied in their guiltiness. 
Go you down that way towards the Capitol ; 
This way will I : disrobe the im^^s. 



56. Pornfeys ilnod. i.e. bis Romans 'because he toA nol 

■OD, Cueios, who had fallen in ovacame captains ihat were 

the battle of Monds, the im- strongeis, nor barbarous lungs. 

mediate occasion of CGesar'i but had destroyed the sons of 

TViumpb. That 'blood' has the noblest man of Rome, whom 

this special reference is shown fortune had overtbiowa ' (Shak- 

b]r Plutarch's emphatic slate- ifean's LUrary.iii. 179). 

menl, which Shakespeare clearly 6a. jort, class, rank, 

bad in view, that this triumph 66. akttkir, pronoonced 

was peculiarly offensive to the 'where.' 
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If you do find them deck'd with ceremonies. 

Mar. May we do so ? 
You know it is the feast of Lupercal 

Fli^. It is no matter; let no images 
Be hung with Caesar's trophies. I It about, 
And drive away the vulgar from the streets : 
So do you too, where you perceive them thick. 
These growing feathers pluck'd from Csssar's wing 
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch, 
Who else would soar above the view of men 
And keep us all in servile fearfulness. [£xeunt. 



Scene 11 A public place. 

Flourish. Enter C^sar ; Antony, far the course ; 
Calpuknia, Portia, Decids, Cicero, Brutus, 
Cassius, and Casca ; a great crowd following, 
among them a Soothsayer. 

Cits. Calpumial 

Ccuca. Peace, ho I Oesar speaks. 

C<a. Calpttmia i 

C(d. Here, my lord. 

Cos. Stand you directly in Antonius* way, 

70. cmmanits, festal onui- Shakespeare treats il as pre- 

mentJ, the ' scaris ' of Ihe neit liminaiy to this, 

scene (v. 089) ; Plutarch says ,. - ■ ^ r . 1 

■diadems.' li Plutarch's nar- 7=- '** /"rf < i«>v™'. a 

mlive, however, the offer of the ^"f: "^ I™fiMt™ amuaUjr 

•diadem' to CEesar, which ™lf lifted on U^^ 'S* .of 

Shakespeare places in the foUow- Februa.7. the month doivuig its 

ing scenThas already occiared. °^« f"" '»« puniyuie nte 

With him. the crowning of the (A*™""), 

images was a second attempt to 78. ^tch, height (a term in 

sound the popular disposition falconry for the beisht of Ibe 

after the cfdlapce of the ioA : icon's Qi^). 
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When he doth run his course. Antonius I 

An/. Oesar, my lotd ? 

Cos. Foiget not, in your speed, Antonius, 
To touch Calpumia ; for our elders say, 
The barren, touched in this holy chase, 
Shake off their sterile curse. 

Ant. I shall remembor : 

When Oesar says 'do this,* it is perform'd, 

Cos. Set on ; and leave no ceremony out 

Sooth. Oesar ! 

Cas. Ha [ who calls ? 

Casca. Bid every noise be still : peace yet again \ 

Cos. Who is it in the press that calls on me 7 
I hear a tongue, shriller than all the music, 
Cry ' Cxsar ! ' Speak ; Cxsar is tum'd to hear. 

SoolH. Beware the ides of March. 

Cier, What man is that ? 

Bru. A soothsayer bids you beware the ides of 
March. 

Cos. Set him before me ; let me see hb face. i 

Cos, Fellow, come from the throng ; look upon 
Ca»ar. 

Cos. What say's! thou to me now ? speak once 



4. run hs! course ; the course make them give place. And 

of the Luperci, ot priests of maajr noble women and gentle* 

Lupercus, the god of fertilily, women olso, go of puipoje to 

at the Lupercalja, tbrough the stand in thor way. and do put 

streets of the city. Plutarch's forth their bands to be stricken, 

description (translated by North) . . . persuading Ihemsdves that 

is : ' Tbal day there are divers being with child tbey shall have 

noble men's sons, young men good delivery, and also being 

(and some of Ihem magistrates barren, that it »ill malce Ibem 

IhemielTes that govern them), to conceive with child.' 

whicb run naked through the 9. iferilt ivrtt. ctnse of 

city, striking in sport them they sterility. 

meet in their way, with leather iB. the iiUi if Marti, lUsnii 

thongs, hair uid all od, to 15. 
31 
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Soofk. Beware the ides of March. 

Cas. He is a dieamer ; let us leave him : pass. 

[Semut. Exeunt ail except 

Brutus and Cassius. 

Cos. Will you go see the order of the course ? 

Bru. Not I. 

Cos. I pray you, do. 

Bru, I am not gamesome : I do lack some 
part 
Of that quick spirit that is in Antony. 
Let me not binder, Cassius, your desires ; jg 

I '11 leave you. 

Cas. Brutus, I do obserre you now of late : 
I have not fiom your eyes that gentleness 
And show of love as I was wont to have : 
You bear too stubborn and too strange a hand 
Over your friend that loves you. 

Bru. Cassius, 

Be not deceived : if I have veil'd my look, 
I turn the trouble of my countenance 
Merely upon myself. Vexed I am 
Of late with passions of some difference, 40 

Conceptions only proper to myself, 
Which give some soil perhaps to my behaviours ; 
But let not therefore my good friends be grieved — 
Among which number, Cassius, be you one — 
Nor construe any further my neglect. 
Than that poor Brutus, with himself at war. 
Forgets the shows of love to other men. 

Cos. Then, Brutus, I have much mistook your 
passion; 
By means whereof this breast of mine hath buried 

35- tear too thiitont and too 40. paaicns of samedi^rtntt. 

ttrangt a hand ouer. keep (like conflicting emotions. 
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Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations. j 

Tell me, good Brutus, can you see your face ? 

Bru. No, Cassius ; for the eye sees not itself, 
But by reflection by some other things. 

Cos. Tis just : 
And it is very much lamented, Brutus, 
That you have no such mirrors as will turn 
Your hidden worthiness into your eye, 
That you might see your shadow. I have heard 
Where many of the best respect in Rome, 
Escept immortal Caesar, speaking of Brutus, < 

And groaning underneath this age's yolce, 
Have wish'd that noble Brutua had his eyes. 

Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me, 
Cassius, 
That you would have me seek into myself 
For that which is not in me 7 

Cos. Therefore, good Brutus, be prepared to 
hear: 
And since you know you cannot see yourself 
So well as by reflection, I, your glass. 
Will modestly discover to yourself 
That of yourself which you yet know not of ; 

And be not jealous on me, gentle Brutus : 
Were I a common laugher, or did use 
To stale with ordinary oaths my love 
To every new protester ; if you know 
That I do fawn on men and hug them hard 
And after scandal them, or if you know 
That I profess myself in banqueting 
To all the rout, then hold me dangerous. 

\^FIouriih, and shout. 

SB. shadow, image. j-^- stalt, moke vulgar. 
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Bru. What means this shouting? I do fear, 
the people 
Choose Cassai for their king. 

Cos. Ay, do you fear it ? &. 

Then must I think you would not have it so. 

Bru. I would not, Cassius ; yet I love him welL 
But wherefore do you hold me heie so long ? 
What is it that you would impart to me ? 
If it be aught toward the general good, 
Set honouT in one eye and death i' the other, 
And I will look on both indifferently ; 
For let the gods so speed me as I lore 
The name of honour more than I feai death. 

Cas. I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus, 90 
As well as I do know your outward favour. 
Well, honour is the subject of my story. 
I cannot tell what you and other men 
Think of this life ; but, for my single sel^ 
I had as lief not be as live to be 
In awe of such a thing as I myself. 
I was born free as Oesar ; so were you : 
We both have fed as well, and we can both 
Endure the winter's cold as well as he : 
For once, upon a raw and gusty day, icm 

The troubled Tiber chafing with her shores, 
Cssar said to me ' Darest thou, Cassius, now 
Leap in with mc into this angiy flood. 
And swim to yonder point?' Upon the word. 
Accoutred as I was, I plunged in 
And bade him follow ; so indeed he did. 
The torrent roar'd, and we did buffet it 
With lusty sinews, throwing it aside 
And stemming it with hearcs of controversy ; 
But ere we could arrive the point proposed, im 

Caesar cried ' Help me, Cassius, or I sink ! ' 

91. favour, counleLuince. no. arrive, readL 
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I, as j&ieas, our great ancestor, 

Did from the flames of Troy upon his shoulder 

The old Anchjses bear, so from the waves of Tiber 

Did I the tired Oesar. And this man 

Is now become a god, and Cassius is 

A wretched creature and must bend his body, 

If Qesar carelessly but nod on him. 

He had a fever when he was in Spain, 

And when the fit was on him, I did mark i: 

How he did shake : 'tis true, this god did shake : 

His coward lips did from their colour Qy, 

And that same eye whose bend doth awe the world 

Did lose his lustre : I did hear him groan : 

Ay, and that tongue of his that bade the Romans 

Mark him and write his speeches in their books, 

Alas, it cried ' Give me some drink, Titinius,' 

As a sick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze me 

A man of such a feeble temper should 

So get the start of the majesdc world, ■: 

And bear the palm alone. [SAcmi. J^suruk 

Bru. Another general shout ! 
I do believe that these applauses are 
For some new honours that are heap'd on Ciesar. 

Cos. Why, man, he doth bestride the narrow 
world 
like a Colossus, and we pet^ men 
Walk under his huge legs and peep about 
To find ourselves dishonourable graves. 
Men at some time are masters of their fates : 
The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars, i< 



of tbe Roman people. He was 136. Colossus, (he Colouns 

said to have bome his father of Rhodes : a. huge figuie of 

Anchises on his shoulders from bronze tiadittDn all; said to have 

the Bamet of Troy (Vergil, ./£n. stood astride the eotraiice at 

li.). tbe harbour. 
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But in ourselves, that we are underlings.' 
Brutus and Csesar ; what should be in that ' Caesar ' ? 
Why should that name be sounded more thanyouis ? 
Write them together, yours is as fair a name ; 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well ; 
Weigh them, it is as heavy ; conjure with 'em, 
Brutus will start a spirit as soon as Caesar. 
Now, in the names of all the gods at once. 
Upon what meat doth this our Caesar feed. 
That he is grown so great P Age, thou art shamed ! i; 
Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods ! 
When went there by an age, since the great flood, 
But it was famed with more than with one man P 
When could they say till now, that talk'd of Rome, 
That her wide walls encompass'd but one manP 
Now is it Rome indeed and room enough. 
When there is in it but one only man, 
O, you and I have heard our fathers say. 
There was a Brutus once that would have brook'd 
The eternal devil to keep his state in Rome u 

As easily as a king. 

Bm. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous ; 
What you would work me to, I have some aim : 
How I have thought of this and of these times, 
I shall recount hereafter ; for this present, 
I would not, so with love I might entreat you, 
Be any further moved. What you have said 
I will consider ; what you have to say 
I will with patience hear, and find a time 



iS3.JaintdtBiiM,iDadebiot)as modem i. 

^y- iqo o Br»tus mci. Luc: 
156. A-oiw was pronounced like ,^:.., i.„,.... ...h ...^ . 

'dOOm.'ZlItT-. 715, an'' 'irmnm ' 

ib. 1644, as well as ■ 
Xingjekn, iii, i. 180) ; but these 

wordj were still probably on the 160. eternal (used as an 

way from tlie M.E. J to the eipietiw), 'infemaL' 
36 
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Both meet to hesr and answer such high things, i 

Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this : 

Bratus had rather be a villager 

Than to repute himseir a son of Rome 

Under these hard conditions as this time 

Is like to lay upon us. 

Cos. I am glad that my weak words 
Have struck but thus much show of fire from 
Bmtus. 

£nt. The games are done and Cssar is re- 
turning. 

Cai. As they pass by, pluck Casca by the sleeve ; 
And he wilt, after his sour foshion, tell you ii 

What hath proceeded worthy note toKiay. 

Se-enttr CiESAX and his Train. 

Bru. I will do so. But, look you, Cassius, 
The angry spot doth glow on Cassar's brow. 
And all the rest look like a chidden train : 
Calpurnia's cheek is pale ; and Cicero 
Looks with such ferret and such fiery eyes 
As we have seen him in the Capitol, 
Being cross'd in conference by some senators. 

Cos. Casca will tell us what the matter is. 

Cos. Antoniusl n 

Ant Cfcsar? 

CtEs. Let me have men about me that are fat : 
Sleek-headed men and such as sleep o' nights : 
Yond Cassius has a lean and hungry look ; 
He thinks too much : such men are dangerous. 

Ant. Fear him not, Csesar ; he 's not dangerous ; 
He is a noble Roman and well given. 

Cos. Would he were fatter ! But I fear him not : 
Yet if my name were liable to fear. 
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I do not know the man I should avoid « 

So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads much ; 

He is a great observer and he looks 

Quite through the deeds of men ; he loves no plays, 

As thou dost, Antony ; he hears no music ; 

Seldom he smiles, and smiles in such a sort 

As if he mock'd himself and scorn'd his spirit 

That could be moved to smile at any thing. 

Such men as he be never at heart's ease 

Whiles they behold a greater than themselves, 

And therefore are they very dangerous. » 

I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd 

Than what I fear ; for always I am CfBsar. 

Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf. 

And tell me truly what thou think'st of him. 

[^Seniut. Exeunt Cmsar and all his 
Train, but Casca. 

Casm. You puH'd me by the cloak ; would you 
speak with me ? 

Bru. Ay, Casca; tell us what hath chanced 
to-day. 
That Cjesar looks so sad. 

Casta. Why, you were with him, were you not ? 

£ru. 1 should not then ask Casca what had 
chanced. 

Casai. Why, there was a crown offered him : t-. 
and being offered him, he put it by with the back 
of his hand, thus; and then the people fell a- 
shouting. 

£ru. What was the second noise for ? 

Casta. Why, for that too. 

Cos. They shouted thrice: what was the last 
cry for? 

Casta. Why, for that too. 

Bru. Was the crown offered him thrice? 

936. Tiey iheuiid Oirice; in Plulaich the oflet wu nude nrioe 
38 
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Casca, Ay, many, was't, and he put it by 
tbrice, every time gentler than other, and at ijo 
every puttlng-by mine honest neighbours shouted 

Cos. Who offered him the crown ? 

Casca. V/hy, Antony. 

Brtt. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca. 

Caica. I can as welt be banged as tell the 
manner of it : it was mere foolery ; I did not mark 
it I saw Mark Antony offer him a crown ; — yet 
'twas not a crown neither, twas one of these coro- 
nets ; — and, as I told you, he put it by once : but, 
for all that, to my thinking, he would fain have 140 
had it. Then he offered it to him ^ain ; then he 
put it by again : but, to my thinking, he was very 
loath to lay his fingers off it. And then he offered 
it the third time ; he put it the third time by : and 
still as he refused it, the rabbleraent hooted and 
clapped their chopped hands and threw up their 
sweaty nigfat-caps and uttered such a deal of 
stinking breath because Oesar refused the crown 
that it had almost choked Csesar ; for he swounded 
and fell down at it : and for mine own part, I ise 
durst not laugh, for fear of opening my lips and 
receiving the bad air. 

Cos. But, soft, I pray you : what, did Cassar 
swound ? 

Casea. He fell down in the market-place, and 
foamed at mouth, and was speechless. 

Bru. Tis very like : he hath the falling sickness. 

Cos. No, Cxsar hath it not ; but you and I 
And honest Casca, we have the falling sickness. 

Casea. I know not what you mean by that; 
but, I am sure, Csesar fell down. If the tag-rag >&> 
people did not clap him and hiss him, according 

345. lunttd, shouted ' 
]ojr. 
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as he pleased and displeased them, as thej use to 
do the players in the theatre, I am no true man. 

Bru. What said he when he came unto himself? 

Casca. Many, before he fell down, when he 
perceived the common herd was glad he refused 
the crown, he plucked me ope his doublet and 
offered them his throat to cut An I had been a 
man of any occupation, if I would not have taken 
him at a word, I would I might go to bell among its 
the rogues. And so he fell When he came to 
himself again, he said, If he had done or said any 
thing amiss, he desired their worships to think it 
was his infinnity. Three or four wenches, where 
I stood, cried ' Alas, good soul I ' and forgave him 
with all their hearts: but there's no heed to be 
taken of them; if Csesar had stabbed their mothers, 
they would have done no les& 

Bru. And after that, he cam^ thus sad, away ? 

C^ca. Ay. ^a 

Cos. Did Cicero say any thing P 

Casca. Ay, he spoke Greek. 

Cm. To what effect ? 

Casca, Nay, an I teU you that, 1 11 ne'er look 
you i' the face again : but those that understood 
him smiled at one another and shook their heads ; 
but, for mine own part, it was Greek to me. I 
could tell you more news too: Manillus and 
Flavius, for pulling scarfe off Cesar's images, are 
put to silence. Fare you well. There was more 190 
foolery yet, if I could remember it 

Cos. Will you sup with me to-night, Casca i* 

Casca. No, I am promised forth. 

Cos. Will you dine with me to-monon ? 

Casca. Ay, if I be alive and your mind hold 
and your dinner worth the eating. 

363. a wuM ^anj Mti^atiim, of any trade ; ■ ■~«*'^""', 
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Cos. Good : I will expect you. 

Casca. Do so. Farewell, both. [Exit. 

Bnt. What a blunt fellow is this grown to be I 
He was quick mettle when he went to school y» 

Cos. So is he now in execution 
Of any bold or noble enterprise. 
However he puts on this tardy form. 
This rudeness is a sauce to his good wit, 
Which gives men stomach to digest his words 
With better appetite. 

Bru. And so it is. For this time I will leave you: 
To-monow, if you please to speak with me, 
I will come home to you ; or, if you will, 
Come home to me, and I will wait for you. 31s 

Cas. I will do so : till then, think of the world, 
{Exit Brutus. 
Well, Brutus, thou art noble ; yet, I see. 
Thy honourable metal may be wrought 
From that it is disposed : therefore it is meet 
That noble minds keep ever with their likes ; 
For who so firm that cannot be seduced ? 
Csesar doth bear me hard ; but he loves Brutus : 
If I were Brutus now and he were Cassius, 
He should not humour roe. I will this night. 
In several hands, in at his windows throw, 3» 

As if they came from several citizens, 
Writings all tending to the great opinion 
That Rome holds of his name ; wherein obscurely 
Caesar's ambition shall be glanced at : 
And after this let Caesar seat him sure ; 
For we will shake him, or worse days endure. 

{Exit. 

303. tardy form, booriih hk. Qralus should not woik up- 

manner. on me, as I have done upon 

317. itar mt hard, bear a him. Others understand ' he ' 

grudge againit me, of Cacsax. But this \i foreign 

319. He thMild met humaur to the context. 

3> 
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Scene III. 77ie same. A street 

TTmnder and Kgktning. Enter, from offostte 
sides, Casca, with his sword drawn, and CiCERO. 

Cic. Good even, Casca: brought you Caesar home? 
Why are you breathless? and why stare you so? 

Casca. Are not you moved, when all the sway 
of earth 
Shakes like a thing unfirrn ? O Cicero, 
I have seen tempests, when the scolding winds 
Have rived the knotty oaks, and I have seen 
The ambitious ocean swell and rage and foam, 
To be exalted with the threatening clouds : 
But never till to-night, never till now, 
Did I go through a tempest dropping fire. id 

Either there is a civil strife in heaven, 
Or else the world, too saucy with the gods. 
Incenses them to send destruction. 

Cie. Why, saw you any thing more wonderful ? 

Casca. A common slave — you know him well 
by sight — 
Held up his lefl: hand, which did flarae and bum 
Like twenty torches join'd, and yet bis hand. 
Not sensible of fire, remain'd unscorch'd. 
Besides — I ha' not since put up my sword — 
Against the Capitol I met a lion, » 

Who glared upon me, and went surly by, 

3. !Biay. controlled and 11. glartd; Rowe's aneoda- 

regular order. The oolion of lion for Ff ' glaied.' The 

' balanced swing,' at ihe iike, Cumb. edd. letain thiii, but 

more obvious to us, is not Sbakdpeare always elsewhere 

soppoited by Shakespeaie's use uses ' glare ' and ' glaze ' ia their 

of the word. perfectly distinct Tnodern senses ; 

16, Net na^U af,'\ra/tDS&S^ and 'glaze' has not b««D ad- 

ta duced In any other. 
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Without annoying roe : and there were drawn 

Upon a heap a hundred ghastly women, 

Transformed with their fear ; who swore they saw 

Men alt in fire walk up and down the streets. 

And yesterday the bird of night did sit 

Even at noon-day upon the market-place, 

Hooting and shrieking. When these prodigies 

Do so conjointly meet, let not men say 

' These are their reasons ; they are natural ; ' 30 

For, I believe, they are portentous things 

Unto the clirnate that they point upon. 

Cic. Indeed, it is a strange-disposed time : 
But men may construe things after their fashion, 
Clean from the purpose of the thir^ themselves. 
Comes Caisar to the Capitol to-morrow? 

Casca. He doth ; for he did bid Antonius 
Send word to you he would be there to-morrow. 

Cic. Good night then, Casca : this disturbed 
sky 
Is not to vrallc in. 

Casca. Farewell, Cicero, \Exii Cicero. 4a 

Enter Cassius. 
Cos. Who 's there ? 
Casca. A Roman. 

Cas. Casca, by your voice. 

Casca. Vour ear is good. Cassius, what night 

is this ! 
Cas. A very pleasing night to honest men, 
Casca. Who ever knew the heavens menace so ? 
Cas. Those that have known the earth so full 

of faults. 

33. Jravix, huddled. coiding to their individual 
33- Upon a heap, into & bias. 

throng. 35. frirni, away from, con- 

3a. 4limatt, region. traiy 10. 

34. afltr their fas&ion, ac- 4a. wkat night, what a nigbt. 
VOL. Vnl 33 D 
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For my part, I have walk'd about the streets, 

Submitting me unto the perilous night, 

And, thus unbraced, Casca, as you see. 

Have bared my bosom to the thunder-stone ; 

And when the cross blue lightning seem'd to open i 

The breast of heaven, I did present myself 

Even in the aim and very flash of it. 

Casm. But wherefore did you so much tempt 
the heavens? 
It is the part of men to fear and tremble. 
When the most mighty gods by tokens send 
Such dreadful heralds to astonish us. 

Cas. You are dull, Casca, and those sparlcs of life 
That should be in a Roman you do want. 
Or else you use not You look pale and gaze 
And put on fear and cast yourself in wonder, i 

To see the strange impatience of the heavens : 
But if you would consider the true cause 
Why all these fires, why all these gliding ghosts, 
Why birds and beasts from quality and kind, 
Why old men fool and children calculate, 
Why all these things change from their ordinance 
Their natures and preformed faculties 
To monstrous quality, — why, you shall find 
That heaven hath infused them with these spirits. 
To make them instruments of fear and warning 
Unto some monstrous state. 
Now could I, Casca, name to thee a man 



48. unbraced, with doublet 


as he might avoid them ■ if he 




would consider the true case' 


assumed throughout. CC i. 
a. a67. 

SO. cross, forked. 


64. /rem .- cf. V. 35. 
ib. and. nature. 




65. /«/, act tike foolfi, lose 


60. cast yourself in wonder, 

wonder. Casca's fear and 
wonder are !□ so far voluntary 


their heads ; Mitfoid a probaUe 
65. eaktilate, prngnosticUe^ 



tc. lit Julius Caesar 

Most like this dreadful night, 

That thunders, lightens, opens groves, and loan 

As doth the lion in the Capitol, 

A man no mightier than thyself or me 

In personal action, yet prodigious grown 

And fearful, as these strange eruptions are. 

Casca. "Tis Caesar that you mean ; is it not, 
CassiusP 

Cos. Let it be who it is ; for Romans now i 

Have thews and limbs like to their ancestors ; 
But, woe the while I our fathers' minds are dead, 
And we are govern'd with our mothers' spirits ; 
Our yoke and sufferance show us womanish. 

Casca. Indeed, they say the senators to-morrow 
Mean to establish Csesar as a king ; 
And he shall wear his crown by sea and land. 
In every place, save here in Italy. 

Cos. I know where I will wear this dagger then ; 
Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassius : 
Therein, ye gods, you make the weak most strong ; 
Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat : 
Nor stony tower, nor walls of beaten brass. 
Nor airless dungeon, nor strong links of iron. 
Can be retentive to the strength of spirit ; 
But life, being weary of these worldly bars. 
Never lacks power to dismiss itself. 
If I know this, know all the world besides, 
That part of tyranny that I do bear 
I can shake off at pleasure. \_7^under Stili. 

Casca. So can I : n 

So every bondman in his own hand bears 
The power to cancel his captivity. 

Cas. And why should Csesar be a tyrant then ? 
Poor man ! I know he would not be a wolf. 
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But that he sees the Romans are but sheep : 

He were no lion, were not Romans hinds. 

Those that with haste will make a mighty fire 

Begin it with weak straws : what trash is Rome, 

What rubbish and what ofial, when it serves 

For the base matter to illuminate us 

So vile a thing as Caesar ! But, O grief. 

Where hast thou led me ? I perhaps speak this 

Before a willing bondman ; then I know 

My answer must be made. But I am aim'd, 

And dangers are to me indifferent. 

Caica. You speak to Casca, and to such a man 
That is no fleering teli-tale. Hold, my hand r 
Be foctious for redress of all these griefs, 
And I wilt set this foot of mine as far 
As who goes farthest 

Cos. There 's a bai^in made. i» 

Now know you, Casca, I have moved already 
Some certain of the noblest-minded Romans 
To undergo with me an enterprise 
Of honourable-dangerous consequence ; 
And I do know, by this, they stay for me 
In Pompey's poreh : for now, this fearful night. 
There is no stir or walking in the streets ; 
And the complexion of the element 
In favour 's like the work we have in hand, 

114. My ansmr must bi was B certain place full of Seats 

made. I shaJl be called to for men to sit id ; wbete also 
account was setuptheimBgeof Pompey' 

117. JSeering, grinniog. (North). This porch was the 

ib.* griifs. Briei-ances. ' **^? Shakespeare pUces ™ 

. . the Capitol ; and the ' image is 

'"■ ■ww-'.propoKdto. that which he DcvcrlheleiaiSakes 

133. undtr^, undertake. Cesar's body stain with Uood 

136, Pempey' s forth, 'one of [iii, 3, 193). 
the porcbes about the theatre izB, element, air. 
[of Pompej], in which there 139. favour, aspect. 
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Most bloody, fiery, and most terrible. lya 

Casta. Stand close awhile, for here comes one 
in haste. 

Cos. Tis Cinna ; I do know him by his gait ; 
He is a friend. 

Enter Cinna 
Cinna, where haste you so ? 

Cin. To find out you. Who 's that ? Metellus 
Cimber? 

Cos. No, it is Casca ; one incorporate 
To our attempts. Am I not stay'd for, Cinna ? 

Cin. I am glad on 't. What a fearfiil night is this 1 
There 's two or three of us have seen strange sights. 

Cos. Am I not stay'd for ? tell me. 

Cin. Yes, you are. 

Cassius, if you could no 

But win the noble Brutus to our party — 

Cos. Be you content: good Cinna, take this 
paper. 
And look you lay it in the preetor's chair, 
Where Brutus may but find it ; and throw this 
In at his window ; set this up with wax 
Upon old Brutus' statue : all this done, 
Repair to Pompey's porch, where you shall find us. 
Is Decius Brutus and Trebonius there? 

Cin. All but Metellus Cimber; and he's gone 
To seek you at your house. Well, I will hie, 150 

And so bestow these papers as you bade me, 

144- VVhen Brntux may hut naked sword in his hand because 

find it, wbere Bninis alone may he had valiantly pul down the 

find iL Tarquins Crom tbe kingdom of 

146. oldSrutus', i.e. Lucius Rome.' 
JuniusBrutus. Plulareh records 14B. Dtciiis Brutvt, the 

that ' the ancient Romans made Decjmus &^tus of history. The 

his sUtue of brass to be set blunder was Amf ot's ; thence it 

up in the Capitol, with the passed to bis English translator 

iniaga of (he kings, boldiog a Norlh, Shakespeare's authotil;. 
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Cos. That done, repair to Pompey's theatre. 

[Exit Cinna. 
Come, Casca, you and I will yet ere day 
See Bmtus at his house t three parts of him 
Is ours already, and the man entire 
Upon the next encounter yields him ours. 

Casca. O, he sits high in all the people's hearts : 
And that which would appear offence in us, 
His countenance, like richest alchemy. 
Will change to virtue and to worthiness. n 

Cas. Him and his worth and our great need of 
him 
You have right well conceited. Let us go. 
For it is after midnight ; and ere day 
We will awake him and be sure of him. [Exeunf. 



Scene I. Jlome. Brutus's orchard. 

Enter Brutus. 
Sru. What, Lucius, ho ! 

I cannot, by the progress of the stars, 
Give guess how near to day. Lucius, I say ! 
I would it were my fault to sleep so soundly. 
When, Lucius, when ? awake, I say ! what, Lucius ! 

Enter Locius. 
Luc. Caird you, my lord ? 
Bru. Get me a taper in my study, Lucius : 
When it is lighted, come and call me here. 

Luc. I will, my lord. {Exit. 

\fa. eoHctiled, conceived. 
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Bru. It must be by his death : and for my part, : 
I know no personal cause to spurn at him, 
But for the general. He would be crown'd : 
How that might change his nature, there's the 

question. 
It is the bright day that brings forth the adder ; 
And that craves wary walking. Crown him? — 

that ; — 
And then, I grant, we put a sting in him, 
That at bis wilt be may do danger with. 
The abuse of greatness ts, when it disjoins 
Remorse from power : and, to speak truth of Csesar, 
I have not known when his affections sway'd i 

More than his reason. But 'tis a common proof, 
That lowliness is young ambition's ladder, 
Whereto the climber-upward turns his face ; 
But when he once attains the upmost round. 
He then unto the ladder turns his back, 
Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees 
By which he did ascend. So Cssar may. 
Then, lest he may, prevent. And, since the 

quarrel 
Will bear no colour for the thing he is, 
Fashion it thus ; that what he is, augmented, 
Would run to these and these extremities : 
And therefore think him as a serpent's egg 
Which, hatch'd, would, as his kind, grow mis- 
chievous. 
And kill him in the shell. 

Re^nUr LuciUS. 
Luc. The taper burneth in your closet, sir. 
Searching the window for a dint, I found 

prompted bj' feeling;, 
ai. pmf, expeiience. 
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This paper, thus seal'd up ; and, I am sure, 
It did not lie there when I went to bed, 

[Gives Mm the letter. 

Bru. Get you to bed again ; it is not day. 
Is not to-morrow, boy, the ides of March? , 

Luc I know not, sir. 

Sru. Look in the calendar, and bring me 
word. 

Zm. I will, sir. [Exit. 

Sru. The exhalations whizzing in the air 
Give so much light that I may read by them. 

{Opens the letter and reads. 
' Brutus, thou sleep'st : awake, and see thyself. 
Shall Rome, etc. Speak, strike, redress ! 
Btutus, thou sleep'st : awake ! ' 
Such instigations have been often dropp'd 
Where I have took them up. . 

' Shall Rome, etc' Thus must I piece it out : 
Shall Rome stand under one man's awe ? What, 

Rome? 
My ancestoi? did from the Streets of Rome 
The Tarquin drive, when he was cali'd a king. 
' Speak, strike, redress ! ' Am I entreated 
To speak and strike? O Rome, I make thee 

promise : 
If the redress will follow, thou receivest 
Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus ! 



40. ides, Theobald's correc- of Maich, because he heard say 
lion of Yt ' first.' It is possible that Caesar's friends should move 
thai Shakespeare may casually the council that day that Caesar 
have written 'first,' the first of should be called king.' But it 
March having been originally is clear from i. a. 19, that 
fixed for the Seuate meeting. Bnitus is meant here to be 
HereadinPlutarchlhal 'Cassius 
asked (Brutus) if he were de- 
lermined lo be in the Senate- 
house the 131 day of the monlh > 
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Re-enter LuciUS. 
Imc. Sir, March is wasted fifteen days. 

\KnocHng within. 
Bnt. Tis good. Go to the gate ; somebody 
IcDOcks. \Exit Lucius, to 

Since Cassius first did whet me against Ceesar, 
I have not slept 

Between the acting of a dreadful thing 
And the first motion, all the interim is 
Ljke a phantasma, or a hideous dream : 
The Genius and the mortal instruments 
Are then in council ; and the state of man. 
Like to a little kingdom, suffers then 
The nature of an insurrection. 

He-enter Lucius. 
Lue. Sir, 'tis your brother Cassius at the door, jo 
Who doth desire to see you. 

£ru. Is he alone P 

Luc. No, sir, there are moe with him. 
Bru. Do you know them ? 

Lvc. No, sir; their hats are pluck'd about their 
ears. 
And half their faces buried in their cloaks, 

iq. fiflten; so Ff. Warbur- 'mortal instniments ' are the 
ton (followed by mttoy modem bodily organs througli or in 
edd. ) wrongly altered to league with wbicb the soul acts : 
'fouiteen. ' It is, in fact, the Ibe brain, with which it generates 
dawn of tbe eflecnth, whicb thoughCsfcf.^tcAanf //.v.5.6f.): 
Luciut may be £i^>posed to the heart, whicb was the source 
o( feeling perhaps ; theliver,the 
seat of fear, gloom, wrath, and 
love. The ' gemos ' is never in 
Shakespeare expres&Ty identified 



66. Tht Gmius and tkt 
mertal iniirtimtnli, tbe rational 
qnrit possessing a 
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That by no means I may discover them 
By any mark of favour. 

•Bru. Let 'em enter. [£xii Ludus. 

They are the taction. O conspiracy, 
Shamcst thou to show thy dangerous biow by night, 
When evils are most free ? O, then by day 
Where nilt thou find a cavern dark enough g 

To mask thy monstrous visage ? Seek none, con- 
spiracy ; 
Hide it in smiles and affability : 
For if thou path, thy native semblance on. 
Not £rebus itself were dim enough 
To hide thee from prevention. 

EnUr the conspirators, CASsms, Casca, Deckts, 
CiNNA, Metellus Cimbbr, and Trebonius, 

Cas. I think we are too bold upon your rest : 
Good morrow, Brutus ; do we trouble you ? 

Bru. I have been up this hour, awake all night. 
Know I these men that come along with you f 

Cas. Yes, every man of them, and no man 
here s 

But honours you ; and every one doth wish 
You had but that opinion of yourself 
Which every noble Roman bears of you. 
This is Trebonius. 

Bru. He is welcome hither. 

Cas. This, Decius Brutus. 

£nt. He is welcome too. 

Cas. This, Casca ; this, Cinna ; and this, Me- 
tellus Cimber. 

Bru. They are all welcome. 

76. favour, couDlenaoce. 83. path, tolce Ihy way. 

S4. £n!Jbi, a ngion of thic 

77, Hi faction, Ihe body of darkness between Earth ani 
conipirators. Hades. 



,..,o,C,00'^lc 



»c. I Julius Caesar 

What watchful cares do interpose themselres 
Betwixt your eyes and night? 

Cas. Shall I entreat a word ? i«> 

\Bruhis and Cassius whisper. 

Dec. Here lies the east : doth not the day break 
here? 

Casca. No. 

Cin. O, pardon, sir, it doth ; and yon gray lines 
That fret the clouds are messengers of day. 

Casca. You shall confess that you are both 
deceived. 
Here, as I point my sword, the sun arises, 
Which is a great way growing on the south, 
Weighing the youthful season of the year. 
Some two months hence Up higher toward the north 
He first presents his fire ; and the high east no 

Stands, as the Capitol, directly here. 

£ru. Give me your hands all over, one by one. 

Cas. And let us swear our resolution. 

Bru. No, not an oath ; if not the face of men, 
The sufferance of our souls, the time's abuse, — 
If these be motives weak, break off betimes. 
And every man hence to his idle bed ; 
So let high-sighted tyranny range on, 
Till each man drop by lottery. But if these. 
As I am sure they do, bear fire enough i» 

To kindle cowards and to steel with valour 
The melting spirits of women, then, countrymen, 
What need we any spur but our own cause, 

104. fret, fleck. 03 with comitenance. 

ripples of light. ii£. ike time's aiiue, the 

107. grnttiag m, advaDciog grievous pligbt of the age. 

towards. 117, idle ted, bed of idle- 

iia. all aaer, one after the ness. 

other. iiS. high-sigUed. haughtily 

114. the fate ef men, the sapercillous. 

sense of peril EegiUe ia every tiS. range, roam, 
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To prick us to redress ? what other bond 

Than secret Romans, that have spoke the word, 

And wilt not palter? and what other oath 

Than honesty to honesty engaged, 

That this shall be, or we will fall for it ? 

Swear priests and cowards and men cautelous, 

Old feeble carrions and such suffering souls ijo 

That welcome wrongs ; unto bad causes swear 

Such creatures as men doubt ; but do not stain 

The even virtue of our enterprise, 

Hor the insuppressive mettle of our spirits, 

To think that or our cause or our performance 

Did need an oath ; when every drop of blood 

That every Roman bears, and not>]y bears. 

Is guilty of a several bastardy, 

If he do break the smallest particle 

Of any promise that hath pass'd from him. 14a 

Cos. But what of Cicero ? shall we sound him P 
I think he will stand very strong with us. 

Casca. Let us not leave him out 

Cin, No, by no means. 

Met. O, let us have him, for his silver hairs 
Will purchase us a good opinion 
And buy men's voices to commend our deeds : 
It shall be said, his judgement ruled our hands 
Our youths and wildness shall no whit appear. 
But all be buried in his gravity. 

£ru. O, name him not ; let us not break with him ; Ty> 
For he will never follow any thing 
That other men begin, 

Cos. Then leave him out 

Casca. Indeed he is not fiL 

129. lauMous, crafty. 138. seoeral, separate, dis- 

133. rven. pure. linet. 

134. insupfresiivi, insup- 150. irtak wUh, break the 
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Zfe^. Shall no man else be touch'd but only Ca»ar ? 

Cos. Decius, well urged : I think it is not meet, 
Mark Antony, so well beloved of Cassar, 
Should outlive Cssar : we shall find of him 
A shrewd contriver ; and, you know, his means. 
If he improve them, may well stretch so far 
As to annoy us al! : which to prevent, •& 

Let Antony and Ctesar fall together. 

£ru. Our course will seem too bloody, Caius 
Cassius, 
To cut the head off and then hack the limbs, 
Like wrath in death and envy afterwards ; 
For Antony is but a limb of Cassar : 
Let us be sacrificers, but not butchers, Caius. 
We aU stand up against the spirit of Caesar ; 
And in the spirit of men there is no blood : 
O, that we then could come by Caesar's spirit, 
And not dismember Oesar ! But, alas, i;' 

Oesar must bleed for it ! And, gende friends, 
Let 's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully ; 
Let 's carve him as a dish fit for the gods, 
' Not hew him as a carcass fit for hounds : 
And let our hearts, as subtle masters do. 
Stir up their servants to an act of rage. 
And after seem to chide 'em. This shall make 
Our purpose necessary and not envious : 
Whidi so appearing to the common eyes, 
We shall be call'd purgers, not murderers. i9< 

And for Mark Antony, think not of him ; 
For he can do no more than Cassar's arm 
When Ciesar's head is off. 

Cas. Yet I fear him ; 

For in the ingrafted love he bears to Cassar — 

Bru, Alas, good Cassius, do not think of him : 
158. lireuni, dangerous. 160. anii^, bann. 
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If he love Cassar, all that he can do 
Is to himself, take thought and die for Qesar : 
And that were much he should, for he is given 
To sports, to wildness and much company. 

Treb. There is no fear in him : let him not die ; 19a 
For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. 

\Clock strikes. 

Bru. Peace ! count the clock. 

Cos. The clock hath stricken three, 

Trtk Tis time to part 

Cos. But it is doubtful yet 

Whether Csesar will come forth to-day or no ; 
For he is superstitious grown of late, 
Quite from the main opinion he held once 
Of fantasy, of dreams and ceremonies : 
It may be, these apparent prodigies. 
The unaccustom'd terror of this night. 
And the persuasion of his augurers, »e 

May hold him from the Capitol to-day. 

Dec. Never fear that : if he be so resolved, 
I can o'ersway him ; for he loves to hear 
That unicorns may be betray 'd with trees. 
And bears with glasses, elephants with holes, 

4, unicorn! may he ielray' d 

trta. The classical pro- 

OD ). ceaure of Ibe Lion when charged 

18S. And that were muck he by the Unicorn was (o stand 

ikould. and that for him were against a tree and then slip 

□luch. aside so thai his enemy plunged 

194. Whtlher (proaouQced his horn into the tnrnlE and was 

' where ' ). securely held fast, 

196. from tkt main opinion. 305. bears were said to be 
contrary to the dominant (i,(. 
assured] opinion. 

197. ceremonies (any thing or own images, 
observance held sacred ; hence, 305. elepkanii ' were seduced 
here), signs, portents. into pit&Jls, lightly covered ova 

198. apparent, evident, with hurdles and turf, on which 
aoo. angurert, official a proper bait to tempt them 

diviners. was eiposad ' (Steevens). 
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Lions with toils, and men with flatterers : 

But when I tell him he bates flatterers, 

He says he does, being then most flattered. 

Let me work ; 

For I can give his humour the true bent, ■: 

And I will bring him to the Capitol. 

Cos. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him. 

£ru. By the eighth hour : is that the uttermost ? 

Ctn. Be that the uttermost, and fail not then. 

Met. Caius Ligarius doth bear Cssar hard, 
Wbo rated him for speaking well of Pompey ; 
I wonder none of you have thought of him. 

£ru. Now, good Metellus, go along by him : 
He lores me well, and I have given him reasons ; 
Send him but hither, and I '11 fashion him. i: 

Cos. The morning comes upon 's : we '11 leave 
you, Brutus. 
And, friends, disperse yourselves ; but all remember 
What you have said, and show yoiuselves true 
Romans. 

Bru. Good gentlemen, look fresh and merrily ; 
Let not our looks put on our purposes, 
But bear it as our Rcmian actors do. 
With untired spirits and formal constancy : 
And so good morrow to you every one. 

[£xaint all but Brutus. 
Boy ! Lucius I Fast asleep ? It is no matter ; 
Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of slumber ; si 

Thou hast no figures nor no fantasies. 
Which busy care draws in the brains of men ; 
Therefore thou sleep'st so sound. 
Enter Portia. 

Por. Brutus, my lord ! 

aia. filch, escort. honey, sleeped in sweetness. 

337. formal, graie. dignified. 331. JSgtms, idle but dii 

330. Aswr-Acov)', heavy with quiniDg imaget. 
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Bru. Portia, what mean you? wherefore rise 
you now ? 
It is not for your health thus to commit 
Your weak condition to the raw cold morning. 
For. Nor for yours neither. You 've ungently, 
Brutus, 
Stole from my bed : and yestem^ht, at supper, 
You suddenly arose, and walk'd about, 
Musing and sighing, with your arms across ; a. 

And when I ask'd you what the matter was, 
You stared upon me with ungende looks ; 
I urged you further; then you scratcb'd your 

head, 
And too impatiently stamp'd with your foot ; 
Yet I insisted, yet you answered not. 
But with an angry wafture of your hand 
Gave sign for me to leave you : so I did ; 
Fearing to strengthen that imparience 
Which seem'd too much enkindled, and withal 
Hoping it was but an eflect of humour, a^ 

Which sometime hath his hour with every man. 
It will not let you eat, noi talk, nor sleep, 
And could it work so much upon your shape 
As it hath much prevail'd on your condition, 
I should not know you, Biutus. Dear my lord. 
Make me acquainted with your cause of grief 
Bru. I am not well in health, and that is alL 
For. Brutus is wise, and, were he not in health, 
He would embrace the means to come by it 
Bru. Why, so I do. Good Portia, go to bed. » 
For. Is Brutus sick ? and is it physical 
To walk unbraced and suck up the humours 
Of the dank morning? What, is Brutus sick. 
And will he steal out of his wholesome bed, 

aSo. htitiuna; moody caprice, poailion. 

ntal di£- a6i. fij/siaii, 
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To dare the vile contagion of the night 
And tempt the rheumy and unpurged atr 
To add unto his sickness ? No, my Brutus ; 
You have some sick offence within your mind, 
Which, by the right and virtue of my place, 
I ought to know of: and, upon my knees, i 

I charm you, by my once-commended beauty. 
By all your vows of love and that great vow 
Which did incorporate and make us one, 
That you unfold to me, yourself, your half, 
Why you are heavy, and what men to-night 
Have had resort to you ; for here have been 
Some six or seven, who did hide tbeir faces 
Even from darkness. 

Bnt. Kneel not, gentle Portia. 

Par. I should not need, if you were gentle Brutus. 
Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus, n 

Is it excepted I should know no secrets 
That appertain to you ? Am I yourself 
But, as it were, in sort or limitation. 
To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed, 
And talk to you sometimes ? Dwell I but in the 

suburbs 
Of your good pleasure ? If it be no more, 
Portia is Brutus' harlot, not his wife, 

Bru. You are my true and honourable wife. 
As dear to me as are the ruddy drops 
That visit my sad heart. • 

For. If this were true, then should I know 
this secret. 
I grant I am a woman ; but withal 
A woman that Lord Brutus took to wife : 
I grant I am a woman ; but withal 
A woman well-reputed, Cato's daughter. 
Think you I am no stronger than my sex, 

968. ticUtgiiKt, hurtful dislemper. 371. charm, conjnra. 
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Being so father'd and so husbanded ? 

Tell me your counsels, I will not disclose 'em : 

I have made strong proof of my constancy, 

Giving myself a voluntary wound joo 

Here, in the thigh : can I bear that with patience, 

And not my husband's secrets f 

Bru. O ye gods, 

Render me worthy of this noble wife ! 

[^Knocking within. 
Karlc, hark ! one knocks : Portia, go in awhile ; 
And by and by thy bosom shall partake 
The secrets of ray heart. 
AH my engagements I will construe to thee. 
All the chaiactery of my sad brows : 
Leave me with haste. [Exit Portia.] Ludu^ 
who 's that knocks 7 

Re-enter Lucius with Ligarius. 
Ltu. Here is a sick man that would speak 

with you. 3u 

Bru. Caius Ligarius, that Metellus spake of. 
Boy, stand aside. Caius Ligarius 1 how? 

Lig. Vouchsafe good morrow from a feeble 

tongue. 
Bru. O, what a time have you chose out, 
brave Caius, 
To wear a kerchief! Would you were not sick ! 

Lig. I am not sick, if Brutus have in hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of honour. 

Bru. Such an exploit have I in hand, Ligarius, 
Had you a healthful ear to hear of it 

Lig. By all the gods that Romans bow before^ )*a 
I here discard my sickness 1 Soul of Rome ! 
Brave son, derived from honourable loins I 
Thou, tike an exorcist, hast conjured up 

306. ckaraettry, writing {ihe ligu of care graven in taj bnivrX 
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My mortified spirit. Now bid me run, 
And I vill strive with tilings impossible, 
Yea, get the better of them. What 's to do ? 

Bru. A piece of work that will make sick men 
whole. 

Lig. But are not some whole that we must 
make sick 7 

Bru. That must we also. What it is, my Calus, 
I shall unfold to thee, as we are going j; 

To whom it must be done. 

Lig. Set on your foot. 

And with a heart new-fired I follow you. 
To do I know not what : but it suilicelh 
That Brutus leads me on. 

£ru. Follow me, thea [Exeunt. 



Scess. II. Casar's heuse. 



TTiundtr and lightning. Enter CjESAR, in 
his n ~ 



Cat. Nor heaven nor earth have been at peace 
tonight : 
Thrice hath Calpurnia in her sleep cried out, 
' Help, ho ! they murder C^sar I ' Who 's within ? 

Enter a Servant, 
Serv. My lord ? 

Cees. Go bid the priests do present sacrifice 
And bring me their opinions of success. 

Serv. I will, my lord, \Exit. 

Enter Calpurnia. 
Cal. What mean you, CEesarP think you to 
walk forth ? 

Se. 3. night-geam, dressiog.gowti. 



U5.t.z5.JbyC,00'^lc 



Julius Caesar act i 

You shall not stir out of your house to^y. 

Cas. Caesar shall forth : the things that 
thrcaten'd me i 

Ne'er loolt'd but on my back ; when they shall see 
The face of Caesar, they are vanished. 

Cal. Cxsar, I never stood on ceremonies, 
Yet now they fright me. ■ There is one within, 
Besides the things that we have heard and seen. 
Recounts most horrid sights seen by the watch. 
A lioness hath whelped in the streets ; 
And graves have yawn'd, and yielded up their dead ; 
Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds, 
In ranks and squadrons and right form of war, i 
Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol ; 
The noise of battle hurtled in the air. 
Horses did neigh, and dying men did groan. 
And ghosts did shriek and squeal about the streets. 
O Cfesar I these things are beyond all use, 
And I do fear them. 

Cits. What can be avtnded 

Whose end is purposed by the mighty gods ? 
Yet Csesar shall go forth ; for these predictions 
Are to the world in general as to Csesar. 

Cal. When be^ars die, there are no comets 
seen; 3 

The heavens themselves blaze forth the death of 
princes. 

Cas. Cowards die many times before their 
deaths ; 
The valiant never taste of death but once. 
Of all the wonders that I yet have heard. 
It seems to me most strange that men should fear ', 
Seeing that death, a necessary end. 
Will come when it will come. 
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Re-enter Servant 

What say the auguters ? 

Sen). They would not have you to stir forth 
to-day. 
Flacking the entrails of an oSering forth, 
They could not find a heart within the beast ^ 

Cos. The gods do this in shame of cowardice : 
Caesar should be a beast without a heart, 
If he should sUy at home to-day for fear. 
No, Csesar shall not : danger knows fuU well 
That Ciesar is more dangerous than he : 
We are two lions litter'd in one day, 
And I the elder and more terrible : 
And Cffisar shall go forth. 

CaL Alas, my lord, 

Your wisdom is consumed in confidence. 
Do not go forth to-day : call it my fear a 

That keeps you in the house, and not your own. 
We 11 send Mark Antony to the senate-house; 
And he shall say you are not well to-day : 
Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this. 

Ctes. Mark Antony shall say I am not well ; 
And, for thy humour, I will stay at home. 

Enter Decius. 
Here 's Decius Brutus, he shall tell them sa 
I?ee. Ciesar, all hail! good morrow, worthy 
Caesar: 
I come to fetch you to the senate-house. 

Cas. And you are come in very happy time, i 
To bear my greeting to the senators 
And tell them that I will not come to-day : 
Cannot, is false, and that I dare not, falser : 
I will not come to-day : tell them so, Decius. 
46. art; Upton's correctton of Ff • hear(e).' 
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Cal, Say be is sick. 

Cas. Shall Caesar send a lie ? 

Have I in conquest stretch'd mine arm so far, 
To be afeard to tell graybeards the truth ? 
Decius, go tell them C%sar will not come. 

Dec. Most mighty Csesar, let me know some 
cause, 
Lest I be laugh'd at when I tell them sa 70 

C<es. The cause is in my will : I will not come ; 
That is enough to satisfy the senate. 
But for your private satisfaction. 
Because I love you, I will let you know : 
Calpurnia here, my wife, stays me at home : 
She dreamt to-night she saw my statue, 
Which like a fountain with an hundred spouts 
Did run pure blood, and many lusty Romans 
Came smiling, and did bathe :heir hands in it : 
And these docs she apply for warnings and portents 
And evils imminent ; and on her knee Sa 

Hath begg'd that I will stay at home to-day. 

D<c. This dream is all amiss interpreted ; 
It was a vision fair and fortunate : 
Your statue spouting blood in many pipes, 
In which so many smiling Romans bathed. 
Signifies that from you great Rome shall suck 
Reviving blood, and that great men shall press 
For tinctures, stains, relics and cognizance. 
This by Calpumia's dream is signified. ^ 

CtES. And this way have you well expounded it 

Dee. I have, when you have heard what I can say ; 

diiving on bolh Ibe unconsckms 
prophet and the blinded victim.' 
menicnioes ; an aiiusion lo tne betrays Decius into an ' inler- 
practice of dipping napkins in preiaiion ' perilously nsu' Ibe 
the blood of martyrs. The truth. Csesar's comment is nol, 
hurry of improvisation, or, as as has been thought, iranicaL 
CraiksuggesU, 'imunseenpower 6^ ng^uaitce, tokens. 
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And know it now : the senate have concluded 

To give this day a crown to mighty Cscsar. 

If you shall send them word you will not come, 

Their minds may change. Besides, it were a mock 

Apt to be render'd, for some one to say 

' Break up the senate till another time. 

When Caesar's wife shall meet with better dreams.' 

If Cssar hide himself, shall they not whisper » 

' Lo, Oesar is afraid ' 7 

Pardon me, Cxsar ; for my dear dear love 

To your proceeding bids me tell you this ; 

And reason to my love is liable. 

Cos. How foolish do your feats seem now, 
Calpumia I 
I am ashamed I did yield to them. 
Give me my robe, for I will ga 

Enter Publius, Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus, 
Casca, Trxbonius, and Cwka. 
And look where Publtus is come to fetch me. 

Pu&. Good moiTow, Caesar. 

Cas. Welcome, Publtus. 

What, Brutus, are you stirr'd so early too? n 

Good morrow, Casca. Caius Ligarius, 
Qesar was ne'er so much your enemy 
As that same ague which hath made you lean. 
What is 't o'clock ? 

Sru. Cassar, 'tis strucken eight 

Cat. I thank you for your pains and courtesy. 

Enter Antony, 
See ! Antony, that revels loi^ o' nights, 
Is notwithstanding up. Good morrow, Antony. 
Ant. So lo most noble Qesar, 
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Cas. Bid them prqjare within : 

I am to blame to be thus waited for. 
Now, Cinna : now, Metellus : what, Trebonius ! i 
I have an hour's talk in store for you ; 
Remember that you call on me to-day : 
Be near tne, that I may remember you. 

Treb. CEesar, I will : [^nii^] and so near will I be, 
That your best friends shall wish I bad been further. 

Cees. Good friends, go in, and taste some wine 
with me ; 
And we, like friends, will straightway go ti^ether. 

Bru. \Aside\ That every like is not the same, 
O Caesar, 
The heart of Brutus yearns to think upon I 

[Exeunt. 

Scene III. A street near the Capitol. 

Enter Artemidorus, reading a paper. 
Art. 'Caasar, beware of Brutus; take heed 
of Cassius; come not near Casca; have an eye 
to Cinna ; trust not Trebonius ; mark well Me- 
tellus Cimber: Decius Brutus loves thee not: 
thou hast wronged Caius Ligarius. There is 
but one mind in all these men, and it is bent 
against Oesar. If thou beest not immortal, look 
about you : security gives way to conspiracy. 
The mighty gods defend thee ! Thy lover, 

'Artemidorus.' ; 
Here will I stand till Caesar pass along. 
And as a suitor will I give him this. 
My heart laments that virtue cannot live 
Out of the teeth of emulatioa 
If thou read this, Caesar, thou mayst live ; 
If not, the Fates with traitors do contrive. \Exit, 
S. ^vts waji to. opens b «iaj for. 
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Scene IV. Another part of the same street, 
before the house of Brutus. 

Enter Poktia and Lucius. 

For. I prithee, boy, run to the senate-house ; 
Stay not to answer me, but get thee gone : 
Why dost thou stay ? 

Imc. To know my errand, madam. 

Por. I would have had thee there, and here again, 
Ere I can tell thee what thou shouldst do there. 

constancy, be strong upon my side, 

Set 3. huge mountain 'tween my heart and tongue \ 

1 have a man's mind, but a woman's might. 
How hard it is for women to keep counsel 1 
Art thou here yet ? 

Zuc. Madam, what should I do ? j 

Run to the Capitol, and nothing else? 
And so return to you, and nothing else ? 

Por. Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy lord look 
well, 
For he went sickly forth : and take good note 
What Gesar doth, what suitors press to him. 
Hark, boy ! what noise is that P 

Luf. I hear none, madam. 

Por. Prithee, listen well ; 

I heard a bustling rumour, like a fray, 
And the wind brings it from the CapitoL 

Lu£. Sooth, madam, I hear nothing, ■ 

Enter the Soothsayer. 
Por. Come hither, fellow : which way hast thou 
been? 
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Sooth. At mine own house, good lady. 

For. What is 't o'clock ? 

Sooth. About the ninth hour, lady. 

Por. Is Csesar yet gone to the Capitol? 

Sooth. Madam, not yet : I go to take my stand, 
To see him pass on to the CapitoL 

TVr. Thou bast some suit to Cssar, hast thou 
not? 

Sooth. That I have, lady : if it vill please Caesar 
To be so good to Caesar as to hear me, 
I shall beseech him to befriend himself. 

Por. Why, know'st thou any harm 's intended 
towards him ? 

Sooth. None that I know will be, much that I 
fear may chance. 
Good morrow to you. Here the street is narrow : 
The throng that follows Caesar at the heels, 
Of senators, of prastors, common suitors. 
Will crowd a feeble man almost to death : 
I 'II get me to a place more void, and there 
Speak to great Cxsar as he comes along. \Exit. 

Por. I must go in. Ay me, how weak a thing 
The heart of woman is ! O Brutus, 
The heavens speed thee in thine enterprise ! 
Sure, the boy heard me : Brutus hath a suit 
That Caesar will not grant. O, I grow faint. 
Run, Lucius, and commend me to my lord ; 
Say I am merry : come to me again, 
And bring me word what he doth say to thee. 

\Exeunt severalfy. 
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Scene I. Rome. Before the Capitol; the 
Senate sitting above. 

A crowd of people ; among them Artemidorus 
(i»://Af Soothsayer. Flourish. Enter Cjesak, 
Brutus, Cassius, Casca, Decius, Metellus, 
Trebonius, Cinna, Anionv Lepidus, Po- 
PiLius, PuBLius, and others. 

C<ss. The ides of March are come. 

Sooth. Ay, CEEsar ; but not gone. 

Art. Hail, Cfesar ! read this schedule. 

Dec. Trebonius doth desire you to o'er-read. 
At your best leisure, this his bumble suit 

Art. O Caesar, read mine first; for mine's a 
suit 
That touches Csesar nearer : read it, great Ciesar. 

Cas. What touches us ourself shall be last served. 

Art. Delay not, Caesar ; read it instantly. 

Cas. What, is the fellow mad ? 

Pub. Sirrah, give place. » 

Cos. What, urge you your petitions in the 
street? 
Come to the CapitoL 

[CcsAR goes up to the Senate-House, the rest following. 

I. In Plularch these vords so far. 
form a private colloquy between 
Csesar and the soothsayer : 
CfiEsar addresses biiD ' merrily.' 
and he ■ softly ' answers. Shalte- 
speare's Cxsai does not unbend 
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Pop. I wish your enterprise to-day may thrive. 

Cos. What enterprise, FopiliusP 

Pop. Fare you well 

[Advances to Ccesar. 

Bru. \Vhat said Popilius Lena ? 

Cos. He wish'd to-day our enterprise might 
thrive. 
I fear our purpose is discovered. 

Bru. Look, how he makes to Caasar : mark him. 

Cos. Casca, 

Be sudden, for we fear prevention. 
Brutus, what shall be done ? If this be known, i 
Cassius or Caesar never shall turn back, 
For I will slay myself. 

Brv. Cassius, be constant : 

Popilius Lena speaks not of our purposes ; 
For, look, be smiles, and Cxsar doth not change. 

Cas. Trebonius icnows his time; for, look you, 
Brutus, 
He draws Mark Antony out of the way. 

[Exeunt Antony and TVebonius. 

Dec. Where is Metellus Cimber? Let him go, 
And presently prefer his suit to Csesar. 

Bru. He is address'd : press near and second 
him. 

Cin. Casca, you are the first that rears your hand. ; 

Ctes. Are we all ready ? What is now amiss 
That Caesar and his senate must redress ? 

Met Most high, most mighty, and most puis- 
sant Csesar, 
Metellus Cimber throws before thy seat 
An humble heart, — [Kneeling. 

Cas. I must prevent thee, Cimber. 

These couchings and these lowly courtesies 
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Might fire the blood of ordinary men, 

And turn pre-ordi nance and first decree 

Into the law of children. Be not fond, 

To think that Caesar bears such rebel blood ^ 

That will be thaw'd from the true quality 

With that which melteth fools, I mean, sweet 

words, 
Low-crooked court'sies and base spaniel-fawning. 
Thy brother by decree is banished ; 
If thou dost bend and pray and fawn for him, 
I spurn thee like a cur out of my way. 
Know, Caesar doth not wrong, nor without cause 
Will he be satisfied. 

Met. Is there no voice more worthy thao my 
own. 
To sound more sweetly in great Csesar's ear jo 

For the repealing of my banish'd brother? 

Bru. I kiss thy hand, but not in flattery, Cssar ; 
Desiring thee that Publius Cimher may 

already decreed oncp for alL did never lonng. but vitlh just 

39. lav; Johnson's cortec- cause," and such Uke ; which 

tion of Ff ' lane. ' were ridiculous,' Jonson was 

47. Know. CiEsar dolk not an exact mac, and is Dot at all 

wrtmgt etc. It is probable that, likely to have misquoted ; while 

as fira whiten and performed, the speech, paradoiical merely 

this passage ran : — on the sniface as it is (since 

Catii did never wrooR bol with ' '^^'^ ' ™"'<1 f"*^" ' '"i™* ')■ 

just caust, is by no means one that cannot 

Nor wiihoui cMw will he be haveescapedfromShakespeare's 

'**^=^- pen. The reading of (he Folio 

In this form it is quoted by Jon- test was thus not improbably 

son in a well-lmown criticism of due to Jooson's ciiticism. 

Shakespeare (Oiicownw, §71]; Whether Shakespeare or some 

' His wit was in his own power, reviser made Ihe change we 

would the rale of it had been ciinnot determine ; certainly we 

sotoo. Many limes he fel! in- have no right, with some editors, 

10 those things could not escape to decide that he did not, or to 

laughter ; as when be said in restore to the ten the reading 

the person of Caesai, one speak- which Jonson ridicules. 
inglohim, "Cjesar, thou dost 51. repealing, recalling. 
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Have an immediate freedom of repeal 

Gtj. What, Brutus ! 

Cas. Pardon, Csesar ; Casar, pardon : 

As low as to thy foot doth Cassius fall. 
To b^ enfranchisement for Publius Cimber, 

Cas. I could be well moved, if I were as you ; 
If I could pray to move, prayers would move me : 
But I am constant as the northern star, t 

Of whose tcue-lix'd and resting quality 
There is no fellow in the firmament 
The skies are painted with unnumber'd sparks. 
They are all fire and every one doth shine, 
But there's but one in all doth hold his place : 
So in the world ; 'tis fiimish'd well with men, 
And men are flesh and blood, and apprehensive ; 
Yet in the number I do know but one 
That unassailable holds on his rank, 
Unshaked of motion : and that I am he, j 

Let me a little show it, even in this : 
That I was constant Cimber should be banish'd, 
And constant do remain to keep him so. 

CtM. O Csesar, — 

Cas. Hence I wilt thou lifi up Olympus ? 

Dif. Great Caesar, — 

Cas. Doth not Brutus bootless kneel t 

Casca. Speak, hands, for me ! 

[CasM _firs/, then the other Conspirators and 
Marcus Brutus stai Casar. 



54. freedom of repeal, free 75. Delh ; so F,. Some 

reealL niodeni edd. follow F, which 

61. rtiHng, stable. has ' do doi Brutus bootless 

67. afprthensivi. endowed kneel,' — a flat remaik for this 

with understanding. supreme moment ; aod il is 

69. holds on his rani, stands incredible that Shakespeare 
firm in his determined place. should have meant ' Bnitus ' 

70. Unshaked of malum, here only to stand Tot ' Decius. ' 
stined by no motion. Such trifling was not his may. 
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Cas, Et tu. Brute ! Then fatJ, Caesar ! [Dks. 

Cin. Liberty I Freedom ! Tyranny is dead ! 
Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the streets. 

Cas. Some to the common pulpits, and cry out so 
* Uberty, freedom, and enfranchisement ! ' 

Bru. People and senators, be not affrighted ; 
Fly not ; stand still : ambition's debt is paid 

Casca. Go to the pulpit, Brutus. 

Du. And Cassius tea 

Brv. Wiiere's Publius? 

Cin. Here, quite confounded with this mutiny. 

Met. Stand fast together, lest some friend of 
CKsar'a 
Should chance — 

Bru. Talk not of standing. Publius, good cheer ; 
There is no harm intended to your person, $a 

Nor to no Roman else : so tell them, Publius. 

Cas. And leave us, Publius; lest that the 
people, 
Rushing on us, should do your age some mischief. 

Bru. Do so : and let no man abide this deed 
But we the doers. 

Re-enter Trebonius. 

Cas. Where is Antony ? 

Tre. Fled to his house amazed : 
Men, wives and children stare, cry out and run 
As it were doomsday. 

77. Et tu. Brute/ These Sithard, Dute <f York, where 

words, though not clearly trace- Edward appeals to (he hostile 

able to B classical source, were Clarence with ' Et tu. Brute, 

assigned bf popular tradition in wilt thou nab Czsar too ? ' 

Shaiespeare's day to the dying (a) in Nicholson's AcaUutui 

Cassar,— a consideration whicli Afttr Wit {1600), where the 

apparently overcame Sbalce- same line is quoted, 
speare's habitual avoidance of 
Latin scraps. They are found 
(i) in the True Trageiit e/ 
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Bru. Fates, we will know your pleasures : 
That we shall die, we know ; 'tis but the time 
And drawing days out, that men stand upon. m 

Cos. Why, he that cuts off twenty years of life 
Cuts off so many years of fearing death. 

Bru. Grant that, and then is death a benefit : 
So are we Caesar's friends, that have abridged 
His time of fearing death. Stoop, Romans, stoop, 
And let us bathe our hands in Cxsar's blood 
Up to the elbows, and besmear our swords : 
Then walk we forth, even to the market-place, 
And, waving our red weapons o'er our beads. 
Let 's all cry ' Peace, freedom and liberty ! ' lu 

Cas. Stoop, then, and wash. How many ages 
hence 
Shall this our lofty scene be acted over 
In states unborn and accents yet unknown ! 

Bru. How many times shall Cxsar bleed in sport, 
That now on Porapey's basis lies along 
No worthier than the dust 1 

Cas. So oft as that shall be. 

So often shall the knot of us be call'd 
The men that gave their country liberty. 

Dec. What, shall we forth ? 

Cas. Ay, every man away : 

Brutus shall lead ; and we will grace his heels 19c 
With the most boldest and best hearts of Rome. 

Enter a Servant. 
Bru. Soft I who comes here? A friend of Antony's. 

Ihemselves about the base of Pompey's stalue. 

101, I09. Ff give thia speech Thii was the actual scene o1 

10 Casca ( ' Cask. ' ). but be lakes the minder, according to Flul- 

part nowhere else in the dJ9- arch, Shakeipeaie appeals Ic 

cnssioD of the leaden. Pope aiuutie that il was \sf the 

Gnt gave it to Cassius. Capitol. 
64 
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Sav. Thus, Brutus, did my master bid n» 
kneel; 
Thus did Mark Anton; bid me fall down ; 
And, being prostrate, thus he bade me say ; 
Brutus is noble, wise, valiant, and honest ; 
Oesai was mighty, bold, royal, and loving : 
Say I love Brutus and I honour him ; 
Say I fear'd Csesar, honour'd him and loved him. 
If Brutus will vouchsafe that Antony i; 

May safely come to him, and be resolved 
How Csesar hath deserved to He in death, 
Mark Antony shall not love Caesar dead 
So well as Brutus living ; but will follow 
The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus 
Thorough the hazards of this untrod state 
With all true faith. So says my master Antony. 

Mru. Thy master is a wise and valiant Roman ; 
I never thought him worse. 

Tell him, so please him come unto this place, <. 

He shall be satisfied, and, by my honour. 
Depart untouch'd. 

Serv. 1 11 fetch him presently. [Exit, 

£ru. I know that we shall have him well to 
friend. 

Cos. I wish we may : but yet have I a mind 
That fears him much, and my misgiving still 
Falls shrewdly to the purpose. 

£ru. But here comes Antony. 

Jte-f titer Antony. 

Welcome, Mark Antony. 
Ant. O mighty Cassar ! dost thou lie so low 7 
Are all thy conquests, glories, triumphs, spoils, 

131, raohfcd, jnformecl furpou, 'comes vrondroui nta 

143. tafritnd, as our friend, the maik,' is prelly cloul 
146. FalU ikrtmlfy lo Ikt fulfilled. 
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Shrunk to this little measuie 7 Fare thee well ija 

I knov DOt, gentlemen, what you intend, 

Who else must be let blood, who else is rank : 

If I myself, there is no hour so fit 

As Csesar's death's hour, nor no instrument 

Of half that worth as those your swords, made rich 

With the most noble blood of all this world. 

I do beseech ye, if you bear me hard, 

Now, whilst your purpled hands do reek ■ and 

smoke, 
Fuliil your pleasure. Live a thousand years, 
I shall not find myself so apt to die : i&> 

No place will please me so, no mean of death. 
As here by Qesar, and by you cut of^ 
The choice and master spirits of this ^e. 

Bru. O Antony, b^ not your death of us. 
Though now we must appear bloody and cruel, 
As, by our hands, and this our present act. 
You see we do, yet see you but our hands 
And this the bleeding business they have done : 
Our hearts you see not ; they are pitiful ; 
And pity to the general wrong of Rome — tja 

As fire drives out fire, so pity pity — 
Hath done this deed on Caisar. For your part. 
To you our swords have leaden points, Mark 

Antony : 
Our arms in strength of malice, and our hearts 
Of brothers' temper, do receive you in 
With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence. 

Cas. Your voice shall be as strong as any man's 
In the disposing of new dignities. 

Srti. Only be patient till we have appeased 
The multitude, beside themselves with fear, iBs 

153. rani, morUdlf (iiU- nerved with the haired jusi dis- 

blooded. plaTcd towards Cauat. but 

174. IK ttringIA 1/ malia, which is innocuoua to Antony. 
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And then we will deliver you the cause 

Why I, that did love Ciesar when I struck him, 

Have thus proceeded. 

Ant. I doubt not of your wisdom. 

Let each man render me bis bloody hand : 
Fiist, Marcus Brutus, will I shake with you ; 
Next, Caius Cassius, do I take your hand ; 
Now, Decius Brutus, yours ; now yours, Metellus ; 
Yours, Cinna ; and, my valiant Casca, yours ; 
Though last, not least in love, yours, good Tre- 

bonius. 
Gentlemen all, — alas, what shall I sayp i^s 

My credit now stands on such slippery ground, 
That one of two bad ways you must conceit me. 
Either a coward or a flatterer. 
That I did love thee, Caesar, O, 'tis true : 
If then thy spirit look upon us now. 
Shall it not grieve thee dearer than thy death, 
To see thy Antony making his peace, 
Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes. 
Most noble ! in the presence of thy corse 7 
Had I as many eyes as thou hast wounds, »o 

Weeping as iast as they stream forth thy blood, 
It would become me better than to close 
In terms of friendship with thine enemies. 
Pardon me, Julius ! Here wast thou bay'd, brave 

hart; 
Here didst thou fall ; and here thy hunters stand, 
Sign'd in thy spoil, and crimson'd in thy lelhe. 
O world, thou wast the forest to this hart ; 
And this, indeed, O world, the heart of thee. 

iSi. deliver, teiaxe \a. hisblood. Hunteis cuslomaii]^ 

196. deanr. more deeply. atained Xheai hands with tbe 

304. iay'd, driven to bay. blood of the slain deer. 

306. Sign'd in thy spoil, ao6. Utke, slaughter (Ldt. 

beaiing the badge or brand of ' letum,' often spelt 'kthum,' 

Oesai's ruin, i.e. stained witb death, espedallj violent death). 
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How like a deer, stnicken by many princes, 

Dost thou here lie I h 

Cos. Mark Antony, — 

Attf. Pardon roe, Caius Cassius : 

The enemies of Cxsar shall say this ; 
Then, in a friend, it is cold modesty. 

Cas. I blame you not for praising Csesar so ; 
But what compdct mean you to have with us t 
Will you be priclc'd in number of our friends, 
Or shall we on, and not depend on you ? 

Am. Therefore I took your hands, but was, 
indeed, 
Sway'd from the point by looking down on Oesar. 
Friends am I with you all and love you all, « 

Upon this hope, that you shall give me reasons 
Why and wherein Oesar was dangeious. 

Sru. Or else were this a savage spectacle : 
Our reasons are so full of good regard 
I'hat were you, Antony, the son of Caesar, 
You should be satisfied. 

An/. That 's all I seek : 

And am moreover suitor that I may 
Produce his tx)dy to the market-place ; 
And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend, 
Speak in the order of his funeral. i; 

Bru. You shall, Mark Antony. 

Cas. Brutus, a word with you. 

[AiiJe to Bru."] You know not what you do : do 

not consent 
That Antony speak in his funeral : 
Know you how much the people may be moved 
By that which he will utter ? 

Bru. "By your pardon ; 

ai6. frict'd, marked oo tbe dedved from snch lofty coi 
UaL sideralions. 

314- u Jull ^ good rtgard, 338. PndiKt, bear forth. 
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I will myself into the pulpit fii^t, 

And Ghow the reason of our Cecsbi's death : 

What Anton; shall speak, I will protest 

He speaks by leave and by permission, 

And that we are contented Caesar shall ■< 

Have all true rites and lawful ceremonies. 

It shall advantage more than do us wrong. 

Cos. I know not what may fall ; I like it not 

Bru. Mark Antony, here, take you Csesar's body. 
You shall not in your funeral speech blame us. 
But speak all good you can devise of Cassar, 
And say you do 't t^ our permission ; 
Else shall you not have any hand at all 
About his funeral : and you shall apeak 
In the same pulpit whereto I am going, a; 

After my speech is ended. 

Ant, fie it so ; 

I do desire no more. 

Bru. Prepare the body then, and follow us. 

\Exeuni all but Antony. 

Ant. 0, pardon me, thou bleeding piece of 
earth. 
That I am meek and gentle with these butchers ! 
Thou art the ruins of the noblest man 
That ever lived in the tide of times. 
Woe to the hand that shed this costly blood ! 
Over thy wounds now do I prophesy. 
Which like dumb mouths do ope their ruby lips >e 
To b^ the voice and utterance of my tongue, 
A cui^ shall light upon the hmbs of men ; 
Domestic fiiry and fierce civil strife 

357. tie tide 1^ limii, the oa- at 'lymmts,' i.e. blood-hound 

ward Bow or course of (be ages. (Johnson), ' miods' (Djce), eU 

afia. limbi. The com- But Antarrj conlemplnies tb 

memators hsve Itumbled al physical manglings and maim 

this word, and suggested in its ings of man which will b 

place 'line' (Warbunon), 'lives' wrought by civil war. 
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Shall cumber all the parts of Italy; 

Blood and destruction shall be so in use 

And dreadful objects so familiar 

That mothers shall but smile when they behold 

Their infants quaiter'd with the hands of war; 

All pity choked with custom of fell deeds : 

And Cassar's spirit, ranging for revenge, sts 

With Ate by his side come hot from hell, 

Shall in these confines with a monarch's voice 

Cry ' Havoc,' and let slip the dogs of war ; 

That this foul deed shall smell above the earth 

With carrion men, groaning for burial 

Enter a Servant 
You serve Octavius Cfesar, do you not ? 

Serv. I do, Mark Antony. 

Ant. C:esar did write for him to come to Rome. 

Serv. He did receive his letters, and is coming ; 
And bid me say to you by word of mouth— aSo 

O Cffisar ! [Seeing the body. 

Ant. Thy heart is big, gel thee apart and weep. 
Passion, I see, is catching; for mine eyes, 
Seeing those beads of sorrow stand in thine. 
Began to water. Is thy master coming? 

Serv. He lies to-night within seven leagues of 

Ant. Post back with speed, and tell him what 
hath chanced : 
Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 
No Rome of safety for Octavius yet ; 
Hie hence, and tell him so. Yet, stay awhile ; 290 
Thou shalt not back till I have borne this corse 

971. Ati, a, goddess of dis- of the chase for releasing ii'i(ni&. 

cord. 283, Paiiuai, feeling. 

373. 'Havoc,' 'noquatter.' 089. Somt, wilh a play on 

ib. Zif j/yl, a technical term 'room.' 

;o 
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Into the marlcet-FJace : there shall I try. 
In my oratioD, how the people take 
The cruel iseae of these bloody men ; 
According to the which, thou shall discourse 
To young Octavius of the state of things. 
Lend me your hand. [Exeunt with Casat's 

body. 



ScEHB It 7%; Forum 

Enter Bkutus and Cassius, and a throng 
of Citizens. 
Citizens. We will be satisfied; let us be satislied 
Bru. Then follow me, and give me audience, 
friends. 
Cassius, go you into the other street, 
And part the numbers. 

Those that will hear me spveak, let 'em stay hcrej 
Those that will follow Cassius, go with him ; 
And public reasons shall be rendered 
Of CiEsar's death. 

J'irst at. I will hear Brutus speak. 

Sec. Cit. I will hear Cassius ; and compare 
their reasons, 
When sererally we hear them rendered. ,<, 

\Exit Cassius, with some of the Citizens. 
Brutus goes into the pulpit. 
Third Cit. The noble Brutus is ascended : silence I 
Bru. Be patient till the last 
Romans, countrymen, and lovers ! hear me for my 
cause, and be silent, that you may hear : believe 
me for mine honour, and have respect to mine 
honour, that you may believe : censure me in 

394. isiiit, deed ([he ' Issue ' 13. lovers, friendi. 

of tbeir minds). i6. cninirie, jud|;e. 
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your wisdom, and awake your senses, that you 
may the better judge. If there be any in this 
assembly, any dear friend of Caesar's, to him I Eay, 
that Brutus' love to Cxsar was no less than his. » 
If then that friend demand why Brutus rose 
against Caesar, this is my answer-, not that I 
loved Cfesar less, but that I loved Rome more. 
Had you rather Csesar were living and die all 
slaves, Chan that Cassar were dead, to live all free- 
men ? As Cxsar loved me, I weep for him ; as 
he was fortunate, I rejoice at it ; as he was valiant, 
I honour him ; but, as he was ambitious, I slew 
him. There is tears for his love ; joy for his for- 
tune; honour for his valour; and death for his y> 
ambition. Who is here so base that would be a 
bondman 7 If any, speak; for him have I offended. 
Who is here so rude that would not be a Roman ? 
If any, speak ; for him have I offended. Who is 
here so vile that will not love his country? If 
any, speak ; for him have I offended. I pause 
for a reply. 

j4//. None, Brutus, none. 

£ru. Then none have I offended. I have done 
no more to Caesar than you shall do to Brutus. 4° 
The question of his death is enrolled in the Capi- 
tol ; his glory not extenuated, wherein he was 
worthy, nor his offences enforced, for which he 
suffered death. 

Enter Antony and others, with C-esar's body. 
Here comes his body, mourned by Mark Antony : 
who, though he had no hand in his death, shall 
receive the benefit of his dying, a place in the 
commonwealth ; as which of you shall not ? With 
this I depart, — that, as I slew my best lover for 

41. tnr^Uii, recorded. 43. atftrcid, exaggeiated. 
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the good of Rome, I have the same dagger for ^ 
myad^ when it shall please my country to need 
my death. 

All. Live, Bnittu I live, live I 

First at. Bring him with triumph home unto 
his house. 

Sec Cit. Give him a statue with his ancestors. 

TTurd Cit Let him be Cesar. 

Fourth Cit Caesar's better parts 

Shall be crown'd in Bruins. 

First Cit We 11 bring him to his house 

With shouts and clamours. 

£ru. My countrymen, — 

See. Cit Peace ! silence 1 Brutus speaks. 

First Cit Peace, ho I 

Bru. Good countrymen, let me depart alone, 6e 
And, (or my sake, stay here with Antony : 
Do grace to Cicsar's corpse, and grace his speech 
Tending to Oesar's glories ; which Mark Antony, 
By OUT permission, is ailow'd to make. 
I do entreat you, not a man depart, 
Save I alone, till Antony have spoke. [Exit 

First Cit Stay, hoi and let us hear Mark 
Antony. 

T^rd at. Let him go up into the public chair ; 
We 'II hear him. Noble Antony, go up. 

Ant. For Brutus' sake, I am beholding to you. n 
[Goes into fke pulpit 

Fourth Cit. What does he say of Brutus P 

TMrd Cit He says, for Brutus' sake, 

He finds himself beholding to us all. 

Fourth at. Twere best he Speak no harm of 
Brutus here. 
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First Cit. This Oesar was a tyrant 
Third Cit. Nay, that 's certain ; 

We are blest that Rome is rid of him. 

Sec. Cit. Peace 1 let us hear wliat Antony can 

say. 
Ant. You gentle Romans, — 
Citizens. Peace, ho ! let us hear him. 

Ant. Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me 

I come to bury Caesar, not to praise him. 

The evil that men do lives after them ; i 

The good is oft interred with their bones ; 

So let it be with Ocsar. The noble Brutus 

Hath told you Csesar was ambitious : 

If, it were so, it was a grievous fault, 

And grievously hath Caesar answer'd it 

Here, under leave of Brutus and the rest — 

For Brutus is an honourable man ; 

So are they all, all honourable men — 

Come I to speak in Caesar's funeral. 

He was my friend, faithful and just to me : 

But Brutus says he was ambitious ; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 

He hath brought maoy captives home to Rome, 

Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill : 

Did this in Csesar seem ambitious? 

When that the poor have cried, Ctesar hath wept : 

Ambition should be made of sterner stuff: 

Yet Brutus says he was ambitious ; 

And Brutus is an honourable man, 

You all did see that on the Lupercal i 

I thnce presented him a kingly crown, 

Which he did thrice refuse : was this ambition? 

Yet Brutus says he was ambitious ; 



L);.l....lbyC,00'^IC 



Jalius Cassar 



And, sure, be is ao honourable man. 

I speak not to disprove what Bnilus spoke, 

But here I am to speak what I do know. 

You all did love him once, not without cause : 

What cause withholds you then, to mourn for him ? 

judgement 1 thou ait fled to brutish beasts. 

And men have lost their reason. Bear with me ; n 
My heart is in the coffin there with Oesar, 
And I must pause till it come back to me. 

First at. Methinks there is much reason in his 
sayings. 

Sec. Cit. If thou consider rightly of the matter, 
Ciesar has had great wrong. 

Tidrd Cit. Has he, masters? 

1 fear there will a worse come in his place. 

Fourth Cit. Mark'd ye his words ? He would 
not take the crown ; 
Therefore 'tis certain he was not ambitious. 

J^rst Cit. If it be found so, some will dear 

abide it. 
See. Cit. Poor soul 1 his eyes are red as fire 

with weeping. is 

Third Cit There 's not a nobler man in Rome 

than Antony. 
Fourth Cit. Now mark him, he begins again 

to speak. 
Ant. But yesterday the word of Caesar might 
Have stood against the world : now lies he t^ere. 
And none so poor to do him reverence. 

masters, if I were disposed to stir 
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

1 should do Brutus wrong, and Casslus wrong. 
Who, you all know, are honourable men : 

I will not do them wrong ; I rather dioose •; 

To wrong the dead, to wrong myself and you. 
Than I will wrong such honourable men. 
75 
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But here 's a parchment with the seal of Csesar ; 

I found it in his closet, tis his will : 

Let but the commons hear this testament — 

Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read — 

And they would go and kiss dead Caesar's wounds 

And dip their napkins in his sacred blood. 

Yea, b^ a hair of him for memory, 

And, dying, mention it within their wills, i« 

Bequeathing it as a rich legacy 

Unto their issue. 

Fourth at. We '11 hear the will : read it, Mark 
Antony. 

AU. The will, the will 1 we will hear Caesar's 
will. 

Ant Have patience, gentle friends, I must not 
read it ; 
It is not meet you know how Cfesar loved you. 
You arfe not wood, you are not stones, but men j 
And, being men, hearing the will of Cssar, 
It will inflame you, it will make you mad : 
Tis good you know not that you are his heirs ; 19 
For, if you should, O, what would come of it 1 

Fourth at. Read the will; well hear it, 
Antony ; 
You shall read us the will, Csesar's will. 

Attt. Will you be patient? will you stay awhile? 
I have o'ershot myself to tell you of it : 
I fear I wrong the honourable men 
Whose daggers have stabb'd Cfesar ; I do fear it 

Fourth at. They were traitors : honourable men 1 

AU. The will ! the testament ! 

Sec. at. They were villains, murderers : the will ! 
read the will. le 

Ant. You will compel me, then, to read the 
will? 

138. nafkini, haudkerchicb. 
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Then make a ring about the corpse of Csasar, 
And let me show you him that made the will 
Shall I descend ? and will you give me leave ? 

Several Cit. Come down. 

Sec. Cit. Descend. 

TKrd Cit. You shall have leave. 

[Antony comes down. 

Fourth Cit. A ring ; stand round. 

J^t Cit. Stand from the heaise, stand from 
the body. 

Sec. Cit. Room Tot Antony, most noble Antony. 170 

Ant. Nay, press not so upon me ; stand far off. 

Several Cit. Stand back ; loona ; bear back. 

Ant. If yoo have tears, prepare to shed them 
now. 
You all do know this mantle : I remember 
The first time ever Caesar put it on ; 
Twas on a summer's evening, in his tent, 
That day he overcame the Nervii : 
Look, in this place ran Cassius' dagger throu^ : 
See what a rent the envious Casca made : 
Through this the well-beloved Brutus stabb'd ; oa 
Andjis he pluck'd his cursed steel away, 
Mark how the blood of Caesar foUow'd it. 
As rushing out of doors, to be resolved 
If Brutus 50 unkindly knock'd, or no ; 
For Brutus, as you know, was Caesar's angel : 
Judge, O you gods, how dearly Cnsar loved him 1 
This was the most unkindest cut of all ; 

177. Ntrvii, B warlike Gallic which keeps him, whose viuce 

(ribe, cnubed Ysy Ceesar ia ipeaki Ihrough his bigbesi 

58 B.C. inlelligence (ii. i. 66). But 

1B5. Catat'soHgtl.Va'^/xA the belief shaded off inco 

geniui ' ; alluding to the belief metaphor, and at times be 

which evidently coloured Shake- can apeak of ' our worscr 

speaie's psirdiolt^y, that ever)' eeuios,' the source of tempta- 

man has hia ' dsemoD ' or ipiril tkms. 
77 
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For when the noble Csesar saw hira stab, 
Ingratitude, more strong than traitors' arms, 
Quite vanquish'd him : then burst his mighty 

heart ; i, 

And, in his mantle muffling up his face, 
Even at the base of Pompey's statue, 
Which all the while ran blood, great Cfesar fell 
O, what a fall was there, my countrymen ! 
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down. 
Whilst bloody treason flourisb'd over us. 
O, now you weep, and I perceive you feel 
The dint of pity : these are gracious drops. 
Kind souls, what, weep you when you but behold 
Our Cassar's vesture wounded ? Look you here, s 
Here is himself, marr'd, as you see, with traitors. 

First Cit. O piteous spectacle ! 

Sec. Cit. O noble Ca»ar ! 

TTUrd Cit. O woful day I 

Fourth Cit. O traitors, villains I 

Mrst Cit. O most bloody sight ! 

Sec. Cit. We will be revenged. 

AU. Revenge ! About ! Seek 1 Bum t Fire ! 
Kill ! Slay I Let not a traitor live ! 

Ani. Stay, countrymen. i. 

Mrst Cit. Peace there ! hear the noble Antony. 

Sec. Cit. We'll hear him, we'll follow him, we'll 
die with him. 

Ant. Good friends, sweet friends, let me not 
stir you up 
To such a sudden flood of mutiny. 
They that have done this deed are honourable : 
What private griefs they have, alas, I know not, 
That made them do it : they are wise and 

honourable, 
And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you. 

198. Jinl, impreaiioD. 317. gri^, grievuiccs. 
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I come not, friends, to steal away your hearts : k 
I am no orator, as Brutus is ; 
But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man, 
That love my friend ; and that they know full well 
That gave me public leave to speak of him : 
For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth. 
Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech, 
To stir men's blood : I only speak right on ; 
I tell you that which you yourselves do know ; 
Show you sweet Caesar's wounds, poor poor dumb 

mouths. 
And bid them speak for me : but were I Brutus, «; 
And Brutus Antony, therewere an Antony 
Would ruffle up your spirits, and put a tongue 
In every wound of Csesar, that should move 
The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny. 

AU. We II mutiny. 

First at Well bom the house of Brutus. 

Third Cit. Away, then I come, seek the con- 
spirators. 

Ant. Yet hear me, counttymen; yet hear me 
speak. 

AU. Peace, ho ! Hear Antony. Most noble 
Antony I 

Ant. Why, friends, you go to do you know not 
what: a. 

Wherein hath Ciesar thus deserved your loves ? 
Alas, you know not : I must tell you, then : 
You have fo^t the will I told you of. 

AH. Most true. The willl Let's stay and 
hear the will. 

Ant. Here is the will, and under Cesar's seal. 
To every Roman citizen he gives, 
To every several man, seventy-five drachmas. 
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See. at. Most noble Oesar I We '11 revenge 
his death. 

7%ird at O royal Casar I 

Ant. Hear me with patience. ija 

Ail. Peace, ho I 

Ant. Moreover, he hath lefl you all his walks, 
His private arbours and new-planted orchards, 
On this side Tiber ; he hath left them you. 
And to your heirs for ever, common pleasures, 
To walk abroad and recreate yourselves. 
Heie was a Caesar 1 when comes such another ? 

first at. Never, never. Come, away, away 1 
We '11 burn his body in the holy place, 
And with the brands fire the traitors' houses. mia 

Take up the body. 

Sec. at. Go fetch fire. 

Third at. Pluck down benches. 

Jvurtk at. Pluck down forms, windows, any 
thing. [Exeunt Gtizens with the body. 

Ant. Now let it work. Mischief, thou art afoot, 
Take thou what course thou wilt I 

Enter a Servant 

How now, fellow I 
Serv. Sir, Octavius is already come to Rome. 
Ant. Where is he? 

Seni, He and Lepidus are at Csesar's house. 
Ant. And thither will I straight to visit him ; ifo 
He comes upon a wish. Fortune is merry, 
And in this mood will give us any thing. 

953. orchards, gudeas. Theobald needlessly proposed 

354. Oh tkis tide Tiier. So to read on thai lidt. 

North. The gardeos were in fU^r,,. jrieasaunces. 

i^l OD (he opposite (..«. right) pie^ire^rounds 

bank, near Janiculum, {Cf. 

Honce'a ' Trans Tlberim longc 3^6. Ta noli atraad, to 

cobatis.propeCxsariihonot'). walk about (in). 
So 
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Serv. I heard him say, Brutus and Cassius 
Are rid like madmen through the gates of Rome. 

Ant. BeLike they had some notice of the people, 

How I had moved them. Bring me to Octanus. 

[Exeunt, 



Scene III, A street. 

Enter Cinna the poet. 
Cin, I dreamt to-night that I did feast with 
Caesar, 
And things unluckily charge^ my fantasy : 
I hare no will to wander forth of doots. 
Yet something leads me forth. 

Enter Citizens. 

J^irst Cit. What is your name ? 

See. Cit. Whither are you going ? 

T^rd Cit. Where do you dwell ? 

Fourth Cit. Are you a married man or a 
bachelor ? 

Sec. Cit. Answer every man directly. i 

First Cit. Ay, and briefly. 

Fourth Cit. Ay, and wisely. 

JTtird Cit. Ay, and truly, you were best. 

Cin. What is my name? Whither am I 
going? Where do I dwell? Am I a married 
man or a bachelor ? Then, to answer every man 
directly and briefly, wisely and truly : wisely I 
say, I am a bachelor. 

Sec. Cit. That's as much as to say, they are 

a. tulticHfy, i>TDiTtODs1]r. Craik 
read ' ualiliely ' ; bat Cinna 
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fools that marry : you 'II bear me a bang for that, , 
I fear. Proceed ; directly. 

Cin. Directly, I am going to Oesai's funeral. 

Jiirs/ Cit. As a friend or an enemy? 

Cin. As a friend. 

Sec. Cit. That matter is answered directly. 

Fourth Cit. For your dwelling, — briefly. 

Cin. Briefly, I dwell by the Capitol. 

Third Cit. Your name, sir, truly. 

Cin. Truly, my name is Cinna. 

Mrst Cit. Tear him to pieces ; he 's a con- ; 
spirator. 

Cin. I am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna the 
poet. 

Fourth Cit. Tear him for his bad verses, tear 
him for his bad verses. 

Cin. I am not Cinna the conspirator. 

Fourth Cit. It is no matter, his name 's Cinna ; 
pluck but his name out of his heart, and turn 
him going. 

TlUrd Cit. Tear him, tear him! Come, , 
brands, ho 1 fire-brands : to Brutus', to Cassius' ; 
burn all : some to Decius' house, and some to 
Casca's ; some to Ligarius' : away, go ! 

\Exeunt. 

ao. bear mc a tang, come in for a. blow tiom me. 
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SCE»E I. A hmse in Rome. 

Antony, Octavius, and Lbfidus, sealed at a 
table. 

Ant. These many, then, shall die ; their names 
are jOTck'd 

Oct. Your hrother too must die ; consent you, 
Lepidus ? 

Lep. I do consent — 

Oct. Prick him down, Antony. 

Lep. Upon condition Publins shall not live, 
Who is your sister's son, Mark Antony. 

Ant. He shall not live ; look, with a spot I 
damn him. 
But, Lepidus, go you to Cesar's house ; 
Fetch the will hither, and we shall -determine 
How to cut off some charge in legacies. 

Lep. What, shall I find you here? 

Oct. Or here, or at the Capitol. [Exit Lepidus. 

Ant. This b a slight unmeiitable man, 
Meet to be sent on errands : is it fit, 
The three-fold world divided, he should stand 
One of the three to share it ? 

Oct. So you thought him. 

And took his voice who should be prick'd to die 
In our black sentence and proscription. 

Ant. Octavius, I have seen more days than you : 

raned about widi a little river 
place. Hutareh But Shakespeare evidently ii 
meeting of the tended il to be in Rome. 
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And though we lay these honours on this man, 
To ease outselves of divers slanderous loads, 
He shall but beai them as the ass bears gold. 
To groan and sweat under the business. 
Either led or driven, as we point the way ; 
And having brought our treasure where we will. 
Then talce we down his load and turn him off. 
Like to the empty ass, to shake his ears, 
And graze in commons. 

Oct. You may do your will ; 

But he 's a tried and valiant soldier. 

Ant. So is my horse, Octavius, and for that 
I do appoint him store of provender : 
It is a creature that I teach to fight. 
To wind, to stop, to run directly on, 
His corporal motion govem'd by my spirit 
And, in some taste, is Lepidus but so ; 
He must be taught, and train'd, and bid go forth ; 
A banen-spirited fellow ; one that feeds 
On abject orts and imitations, 
Which, out of use and staled by other men, 
Begin his fashion ; do not talk of him, 
But as a property. And now, Octavius, , 

Listen great things : Brutus and Cassius 
Are levying powers : we must straight make head : 
Therefore let our alliance be combined, 
Our best friends made, our means stretcb'd ; 



34. in some taste, in some 39, Begif kis fasMon, come 

37. aijiet erti ; cast-away 4a. mate head, nuse aa 

scraps. Theobald's emendation armed force, 

of Ff 'objecti, aits.' Theclose 44. So F,. The metre shows 

connexiOD of the notions of this line to be corrupt, but do 

'abject' and ' ort,' compared lalisfactory emeadation has been 

with 'imitations,' makes this suggested. Fj has ' nwans 

preferable to Staunton's ' abjecis, stretcb'd out.' 
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And let us presently go sit in council, 
How covert matters may be best disclosed. 
And open perils surest answered. 

Oct. Let us do so : for we axe at the stake. 
And ba/d about with many enemies ; 
And some that smile have in theii hearts, I fear. 
Millions of mischiefs. \Exeunt. 



Scene II. Camp mar Sardis. Before Bruluis 
tent. 

Drum. Enter Brutus, Titinius, Lucius, and 
Soldiers; Luciuus and PiNDARUS meeting 
them. 

Bru. Stand, bo 1 

Lueil. Give the word, ho ! and stand. 

Bru. What now, Luctlius ! is Cassius near? 

Lucil. He is at hand ; and Pindarus is come 
To do you salutation from his master. 

Bru. He greets me well Your master, Pindarus, 
In his own change, or by ill odicers, 
Hath given me some worthy cause to wish 
Things done, undone : but, if he be at hand, 
I shall be satisfied. 

IHn. I do not doubt \a 

But that my noble master will appear 

47. annmred, met. confer with Cassius, and wbo 

48. at tkt stakt ; oji image briogs Cassius' somil Pindarus 
from bear-beJIing. back with him. The stage 

Sc.i. EnUr Brutus. Tilinius. directions o[ the FT an of too 
etc The stE^e direction in Ff doubtful authenticity to staod 
is ' Enter Brutus, Lucillius, and in the faca of ShaliBipeare's 

darus meete than. ' But it is 6. viell. in fneadly terms, 

evident that Brutus meets 7. /« hit oam chai^, through 
Ludlius, whom he has sent to some change in himself. 
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Such as he is, full of regard and honour, 

Bru. He is not doubted. A word, Lucilius ; 
How he received you, let me be resolved, 

LucU. With courtesy and with respect enough ; 
But not with such familiar instances, 
Nor with such free and friendly conference, 
As he hath used of old 

Bru. Thou hast described 

A hot friend coohng : ever note, Lucilius, 
When love begins to sicken and decay, » 

It useth ah enforced ceremony. 
There are no tricks in plain and simple faith ; 
But hollow men, like horses hot at hand, 
Make gallant show and promise of their mettle ; 
But when they should endure the bloody spur, 
They fall their crests, and, like deceitful jades, 
Sink in the trial. Comes his army on P 

Lucil. They mean this night in Sardis to be 
quarter'd ; 
The greater part, the horse in general, 
Are come with Cassius, 

Bru, Hark ! he is arrived. jo 

\Low march within. 
March gently on to meet him. 

Enter Cassius and his powen. 
Cas. Stand, ho I 

Bru. Stand, ho ! Speak the word along. 
First Se^. Standi 
Sec. Sol. Stand I 
Third Sol. Stand ! 

Cas. Most noble brother, you have done me wrong, 
Bru. Judge me, you gods 1 wrong I mine 
enemies ? 

\6. familiar inslanas, marks of famiUariljr. 
33, at Aand, in hand. 
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And, if not so, bow should I wrong a brother ? 

Cas. Brutus, this sober form of yours hides 
wrongs; 
And when you do them — 

Bru. Cassius, be content ; 

Speak your griefe softly : I do know you well. 
Before the eyes of both our armies here. 
Which should perceive nothing but love from us, 
Let us not wrangle : bid them move away ; 
Then in my tent, Cassius, enlace your griefs, 
And I will give you audience. 

Cos. Piodaras, 

Bid our commanders lead their charges off 
A little from this ground. 

Brv. Lucius, do you the hke ; and let no man ■ 
Come to our tent till we have done our conference. 
Lucilius and Titinius guard our door. [Exeunt. 



Scene III. Brutuis tent. 
Enter Brutus and Cassius. 

Cos. That you have wrong'd me doth appear 
in this: 
You have condemn'd and noted Lucius Pella 
For taking bribes here of the Sardians ; 
Wherein my letters, praying on his side, 

46. niargt. Tent openly, fiised ; and Lnciliia, the con- 

46, ciar^is, forces. fideotial friend of Brutus, viai 

SO-sa. Lucist . . . Lucilius ,• more likely to be chosen for this 

Craik's emeDdatioD for Ff tmst than the serving - Ixiy 

■ Luciliiu . . . Ludus.' The Lucius, even though, u the 

decisive ground for this change Comb. edd. suggest. Shake- 

H iv. 3. ia6, where Lucilius is speare concdved him as a 

clenrly ' guarding the door, ' ' page. ' 

The names, perhaps abbreristed a. naied, marked with a 

ID (he MS., were easily con- stigma. 
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Because I knew the man, were slighted off. 

Bru. You wrong'd yourself to write in such a 
case, 

Cas, In such a time as this it is not meet 
That eveiy nice offence should bear his comment. 

Bru, Let me tell you, Cassius, you yourself 
Are much condcran'd to have an itching palm ; m 
To sell and mart your othccs for gold 
To undeservers. 

Cas. I an itdiing palm I 

You know that you are Brutus that speak this, 
Or, by the gods, this speech were else your last. 

Bru. The name of Cassius honours this cor- 
ruption, 
And chastisement doth therefore hide his head. 

Cas. Chastisement] 

Bru. Remember March, the ides of March 
remember : 
Did not great Julius bleed for justice' sake^ 
What villain touch'd his body, that did stab, » 

And not for justice ? What, shall one of us, 
That struck the foremost man of all this world 
But for supporting robbers, shall we now 
Contaminate our fingers with base bribes, 
And sell the mighty space of our large honours 
For so much trash as may be grasped thus t 
I had rather be a do^ and bay the moon. 
Than such a Roman. 

Cas. Brutus, bait not me ; 

1 'U not endure tt : you foiget yourself. 
To hedge me in ; I am a soldier, I, 30 

Older in practice, abler than yourself 
To make conditions. 

37. bay, bark at. bear). All FT ligree in Ihii 

reading. Theobald plaulibly 
aB. iait, harass (as dogs > but needlessly read ' baj.' 
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Bnt. Go to ; you are n 

Cos. I am. 

Bru. I say you are not 

Cos. Urge me no mne, I shall forget myself; 
Have mind upon your health, tempt me no ^rther. 

Bru. Away, slight man I 

Cos. Istpossible? ^■- 

Bru. Hear me, for I will speak. 

Must I give way and room to your rash choler ? 
Shall I be frighted when a madman stares 7 « 

Cos. O ye gods, ye gods ! must I endure all this ? 

Bru. All this ! ay, riflSSfc ftefr -till your proud 
heart break; V,.,^^ 

Go sh ow yn iir flliivrt hm? rhnlrnr you are, 
AnO make your bondmen tremble. Must I bodge ? 
M ugt-i-o bser t e ' ydu ? must I stand and crouch 
Under your testy humour? By the gods, 
You shall digest the venoni of your spleen, 
Tt)OU^t-it do split you Mot, from this day forth, 
I 'U use you itx my^mnin, yea, for my laughter, 
When you are waspish. 

Cat. Is it come to this ? 5 

Bru. You say you are a better soldier : 
Let it appear so; make your vaunting true, 
And it shall please mle~we]l : for mine own part, 
I shall be gladto learn of noWe^en. 

Coi. You wrong me every wiyj you wrong 
me, Brutus ; \ 

I said, an elder soldier, not a better : 
Did I say 'better'? 

Bru. If you did, I care not 

Cas. When Oesar lived, he durst ngt thus have 
moved me. 

Bru. Peace, peace ! you durst not so have 
tempted him. 

36. htaltk, safO)'. 45- aJKntf JVB, obseqoioDsly hnoimir yon 



„ Google 



Julius Casar act n 

Cos. I durst not ! &> 

Bru. Na 

Cas. What, durst not tempt him ! 

Bru. For your life you durst not 

C<u. Do not presume too much upon my love ; 
I may do that I shall be sorry for. 

Bru. You have done that you should be sorry 
for. 
There is no terror, Cassius, in your threats, 
For I am arm'd so strong in honesty 
That they pass by me as the idle wind, 
Which I respect not. I did send to you 
For certain sums of gold, which you denied me : ;o 
For I can raise no money by vile means ; 
By heaven, 1 had rather coin my heart. 
And drop my blood for drachmas, than to vring 
From the hard hands of peasants their vile trash 
By any inditectjon : I did send 
To you for gold to pay my legions, 
Which you denied me ; was that done like Cassius? 
Should I have answer'd Caius Cassius so ? 
When Marcus Brutus grows so covetous, 
To lock such rascal counters from his friends, ta 

Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts ; 
Dash him to pieces ! 

Cas. I denied you not 

Bru. You did. 

Cas. I did not : he was but a fool that brought 
My answer back. Brutus hath rived my heart : 
A friend should bear his friend's infirmities, 
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 

Bm. I do not, till you practise them on me, 

Cas. You love me not. 

Bru. I do not like your faults. 

Cas. A friendly eye could never see such faults. ^ 
75. indirtctim. malpractice. 80. raseaX, worthlesi. 
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Bru. A flatterer's would not, though they do 
appear 
As huge as high Olympus. 

Cos. Come, Antony, and young Octavius, come, 
Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius, 
For Cassiua is aweary of the world ; 
Hated by one he loves; braved by his brother; 
Check'd like a bondman ; all his faults observed, 
Set in a note-book, leam'd, and conn'd by rote, 
To cast into my teeth. O, I could weep 
My spirit from mine eyes t There is my dagger, » 
And here my naked breast ; within, a heart 
Dearer than Plutus' mine, richer than gold : 
If that thou be'st a Roman, take it forth ; 
I, that denied thee gold, will give my heart : 
Strike, as thou didst at Caesar ; for, I know, 
When thou didst hate him worst, thou lovedst him 

better 
Than ever thou lovedst Cassius. 

Bru. Sheathe your dagger : 

Be angry when you will, it shall have scope ; 
Do what you will, dishonour shall be humour. 
O Cassius, you are yoked with a Iamb n 

That carries anger as the Hint bears fire ; 
Who, much enforced, shows a hasty spark. 
And straight is cold again. 

Cos. Hath Cassius lived 

To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus, 
When grief, and blood ill-temper'd, vexeth him ? 

Bru. When I spoke that, I was ill-temper'd too. 

Cos. Do you confess so much ? Give me your 
hand. 

Bru. And my heart too. 

Cos. O Brutus ! 

Bru. What 's the matter ? 

roa. Pluttii, tbe god of ricbes. Ff Pluto's. 
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Cos. Have not you love enough to bear with me, 
When that rash humour which my mother gave me i™ 
Makes me forgetful ? 

Mru. Yes, Cassius ; and, from henceforth. 

When you are over-earnest with your Brutus, 
He '11 think your mother chides, and leave you sa 

Poel [ lVttkin\ Let me go in to see the generals ; 
There is some grudge between 'em, 'tis not meet 
They be alone. 

Lu^l. [ Within] You shall not come to them. 

I'oet, [ lVithin\ Nothing but death shall stay me. 

Enter Post, followed by Lucilios, TmNios^ 

and Lucitrs. 
Cos, How now ! what 's the matter ? 
Poel. For shame, you generals I what do you 
mean ? t^n 

Love, and be friends, as two such men should be ; 
For I have seen more years, I 'm sure, than ye. 
Cas. Ha, ha ! how vilely doth this cynic rhyme I 
Bru. Get you hence, sirrah; saucy fellow, 

hence! 
Cas. Bear with him, Brutus ; 'tis his fashion. 
Sru. I'll know his humour, when he knows 
his time : 
What should the wars do with these jigging fools ? 
Companion, hence ! 

Cas. Away, away, be gone I 

{Exit Poet 

114. Pint. Id Plutarch tbe reprodnced, are (bose ' wtiich 

intruder is not a poel but a. old Nestor said in Homer.' 

quasi-philosopher, — a 'counter- 133. cynic. The Cynics, or 

feit Cj^nicke' whose whimsical foUowersof Diogenes, professed, 

impudence amuses the camp. like their master, a bold manner 

Cf. note to 133 below. of speech, and deliberately ig- 

The verses in noted social c< 



Plutarch, here sobslaatiall; 133. ComfOBim, (ellow. 
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Bru. Lucilius and Titinius, bid the commuideis 
Prepare to lodge their companies to-night. i, 

Cos. And come yourselves, and bring Messala 
with you 
Immediately to us. 

[Eieua/ LuaUus and Titinius. 

Bru. Lucius, a bowl of wine ! \Exii Ludvs. 

Cos. I did not think you could hare been so 
angry. 

Bru. O Cassius, I am sick of many griefs. 

Cos. Of your philosophy you make no use, 
If you give place to accidental evils. 

Bru. No man bears sorrow better. Portia is dead. 

Cos. Hat Portia! 

Bru. She is dead. 

Cas. How 'scaped I killing when I cross'd you so ? ig 

insupportable and touching loss I 
Upon what sickness ? 

Bru. Impatient of my absence, 

And grief that young Octavius with Mark Antony 
Have made themselves so strong : — for with her 

death 
That tidings came ; — with this she fell distract. 
And, her attendants absent, swallow'd fire. 

Cas. And died so ? 

Bru. Even so. 

Cas. O ye immortal gods I 

Rt-enter Lucius, with wine and taper. 
Bru. Speak no more of her. Give me a bowl 
of wine. 
In this I bury all unkindness, Cassius. 

Cas. My heart is thirsty for that noble pledge, i< 
Fill, Lucius, till the wine o'erswell the cup ; 

1 cannot drink too much of Brutus' love- 

Bru. Come in, Titinius ! \_Exit Lttdut. 
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Re-enter Titinius, with Messala. 

Welcome, good Messala. 
Now sit we close about this taper here, 
And call in question our necessities. 

Cos. Portia, art thou gone ? 

Bru. No more, I pray yon. 

Messala, I have here received letters. 
That young Octavius and Mark Antony 
Come down upon us with a mighty power, 
Bending their expedition toward PhiUppi. 17 

Mes. Myself have letters of the selfsame tenour. 

Bru. With what addition ? 

Mes. That by proscription and bills of outlawry, 
Octavius, Antony, and Lepidus, 
Have put to death an hundred senators. 

Bru. Therein our letters do not well agree ; 
Mine speak of seventy senators that died 
By their proscriptions, Cicero being one. 

Cas. Cicero one ! 

Mes. Cicero is dead, 

And by that order of proscription. .t 

Had you your letters from your wife, my lord ? 

Bru. No, Messala. 

Mes. Nor nothing in your letters writ of her? 

Bru. Nothing, Messala. 

Mes. That, methinks, is strange. 

Bru. Why ask you ? hear you aught of her in 
yours ? 

Mes. No, my lord. 

Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true. 

Mes. Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell : 
For certain she is dead, and by strange manner. 

Bru. Why, farewell, Portia. We must die, 
Messala ; ii 

With meditating that she must die once, 
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I have the patience to endure it now. 

Met. Even so great men great losses should 
endure. 

Cos. I have as much of this in art as you, 
But yet my nature could not bear it so. 

Bru. Well, to our work alive. What do you think 
Of marching to Philippi presently? 

Cas. I do not think it good. 

Bru. Your reason ? 

Coi. This it is : 

Tis better that the enemy seek us : 
So shall he waste his means, weary his soldiers, k 
Doing himself offence ; whilst we, lying still, 
Are full of rest, defence, and nimbleness. 

Bru. Good reasons must, of force, give place 
to better. 
The people twixt Philippi and this ground 
Do stand but in a forced affection ; 
For they have grudged us contribution : ' 
The enemy, marching along by them, 
By them ^all make a fuller number up, 
Come on refresb'd, new^added, and encouraged ; 
From which advantage shall we cut him off, n 

If at Philippi we do face him there, 
These peo[^e at our back. 

Ciu. Hear me, good brother. 

Bru. Under your pardon. You must note beside. 
That we have tried the utmost of our friends, 
Our legions are brim-full, our cause is ripe : 
The enemy increaseth every day ; 
We, at the height, are ready to decline. 
There is a tide in the affairs of men, 
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune ; 
Omitted, ail the voyage of their life » 
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Is bound in shallows and in miseries. 
On such a full sea are we now afloat ; 
And we must take the current when it serves, 
Or lose our ventures. 

Cos. Then, with youc will, go ont; 

We '11 along ourselves, and meet them at Philippi. 

JSru, The deep of night is crept upon our talk, 
And nature must obey necessity j 
Which we will niggard with a little rest 
There is no more to say P 

Cas. No more. Good night : 

Early to-morrow will we rise, and hence. * 

Bru. Lucius 1 {Enter Zudus,'] My gown. 
[Exit Lucius.'] Farewell, good Messala : 
Good night, Titinius. Noble, noble Cassius, 
Good night, and good repose. 

Cas. O my dear brother 1 

This was an ill beginning of the night : 
Never come such division 'tween our souls ! 
Let it not, Brutus. 

Bru. Every thing is well 

Cas. Good night, my lord. 

Bru. Good night, good brother. 

Tit. Mis. Good night. Lord Brutus. 

Bru. Farewell, every one. 

\Exatni all but Brutus. 

Re-enter Lucius, with the gown. 
Give me the gown. Where is thy instrument ? 

Luc. Here in the tent 

Bru. What, thou speak'st drowsily? m. 

Poor knave, I blame thee not; thou art o'crwatcb'd. 
Call Claudins and some other of my men ; 
1 11 have them sleep on cushions in my tent 

Luc. Varro and Claudius ! 

aaB. niggard, sparingly sapply. 341. intvt, bo;. 
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Enter Varro and Claddiue. 

Var. Calls my lord ? 

Bru. I piay you, siis, lie in my tent and sleep ; 
It may be I sh^ raise you by and by 
On btisiness to my brother Cassius. 

Var. So please you, we will stand and watch 
your pleasure. 

Bm. I will not have it so : lie down, good sirs ; i; 
It may be I Etiatl otherwise bethink me. 
Look, Lacius, here 's the book I sought for so ; 
I put it in the pocket of my gown. 

[ Var. and Clau. lie down. 

Luc. I was sure your lordship did not give it me. 

Sru. Bear with roe, good boy, I am much 
forgetful. 
Canst thou hold up thy heavy eyes awhile. 
And touch thy instrument a strain or two ? 

Luc. Ay, my lord, an 't please you. 

Bru. It does, my boy : 

I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 

Lu£. It is my duty, sir. at 

Bru. I should not ui^e thy duty past thy might ; 
I know young bloods look for a time of rest. 

Luc. I have slept, my lord, already. 

Bru. It was well done; and thou shalt sleep 
again; 
I wilt not hold thee long : if I do live, 
I will be good to thee. [Muaic, and a song. 

This is a sleepy tune. O murderous slumber. 
Lay's! thou thy leaden mace upon my boy, 
That plays thee music 7 Gentle knave, good 

night ; 
I will not do thee so much wrong to wake thee : i; 
If thou dost nod, thou break'st thy instrument; 
I '11 take it from thee ; and, good boy, good night. 
VOL. VIII 97 H 
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Let me see, let me see; is not the leaf turn'd down 
Where 1 left reading? Here it is, I think. 

jEnUr the Ghost a/CxSAR. 

How ill this taper bums 1 Ha 1 who comes here ? 
I think it is the weakness at mine eyes 
That shapes this monstrous apparition. 
It comes upon me. Art thou any thing ? 
Art thou some god, some angel, or some devil. 
That makest my blood cold and my hair to stare ? ia« 
Speak to me what thou art 

Ghost. Thy evil spirit, Brutus. 

Bru. Why comest thou ? 

Ghost. To tell thee thou shalt see me at Phihppi. 

Brv. Well ; then I shall see thee again ? 

Ghost. Ay, at Philippi. 

Bru. Why, I will see thee at Philippi, then, 

\Exit Ghost. 
Now I have taken heart thou vanishest : 
111 spirit, I would hold more talk with thee. 
Boy, Lucius I Varro I Claudius ! Sirs, awake I 39° 
Claudius 1 

Lue. The strings, my lord, are false. 

Bru. He thinks he still is at his instrument. 
Lucius, awake \ 

Lttc. My lord ? 

Bru. Didst thou dream, Lucius, that thou so 
criedst out ? 

Lttc. My lord, I do not know that I did cry. 

Bru. Yes, that thou didst : didst thou see any 
thing ? 

Luc. Nothing, my lord. 

374. Enter the Ghost of Ciaar. scribes itself merely as 'thy evil 
This is Shakespeare's addition. spirit, Brutus.' 
Id Phttaicb the apparitiou de- 
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Bru. Sleep ^;ain, Lncius. Sirrah Claudinsl r 
{To Var.'\ Fellow thou, awake t 

Var. My lord? 

Clou. My lord? 

Bru. Why did you so cry out, sirs, in your 
sleep? 

Var. Clau. Did wc^ my lord ? 

Bru. Ay : saw you any thing ? 

Var, No, my lord, I saw nothing. 

Clau. Nor I, my lord. 

Bnt. Go and conunend me to my brother 
Cassius ; 
Bid him set on his powers betimes before, 
And we will follow. 

Var. Clau. It shall be done, my lord. 

\Exeuni. 



Scene I. 7>fc plains of Philippi. 
Enter OcTAVius, Antony, and their Army. 

Oct. Now, Antony, our hopes are answered : 
Vou said the enemy would not come down, 
But keep the bills and upper regions ; 
It proves not so : their battles are at hand ; 
They mean to warn us at Philippi here. 
Answering before we do demand of them. 

Ant. Tut, I am in their bosoms, and I know 
Wherefore they do it : they could be content 

4. tattltt, forces. hattTe. L. 

8. coald ie eaHttnt, would b 
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To virit other places ; and come down 
With fearful bravery, thinking by this face 
To fasten in our thoughts that they have 
But 'ds not so. 

£nier a Messenger. 

Mess. Prepare you, genenls ; 

The enemy comes on in gallant show ; 
Their bloody sign of battle is hung ou^ 
And something to be done immediately. 

Ah/. Octavius, lead your battle softly on, 
Upon the left hand of the even field 

Oct. Upon the r^ht hand I ; keep thou the left. 

Ant. Why do you cross me in this exigent? 

Oet. I do not cross you ; but I will do sa « 

[MarvA. 

Drum. EnUr Brutus, Cassius, and their 
Anny; Luauus, Titinius, Mbssala, and 
others. 

Bru. They stand, and would have parley. 

Cos. Stand ^t, Titinius : we must out and talk. 

Oct. Mark Antony, shall we give sign of battle ? 

Ant. No, Oesar, we will answer on their charge. 

10. ftarful bravtry, lioiorous vius bimself lying aidi), Brutus 

oftteatatLon of valour, engaging him with the republican 

lo. /oc^, 9how of boldness. rigtiL But Shakespeare takes no 

17. aiea, level. notice of the poralld iocident 

ig. ixigait, emergency. in Plutarch, where Brulux begi 

30. / will do so, i.e. ' as I aud obtains the right wing from 

have said.' Octavius means Cassus, tlie older and better 

that he does not differ for the soldier. We cantiol. tberafore, 

salce of having bis own way, assume that Shalcespeare meant 

but will have it nevertheless. him lo lead the right and con- 

RoUe (foUovred by Gollanci) sequently Octavius the imperial 

interprets : ' I will do as j-eu lef). There is thence no reason 

say, ' arguing from ibe fact that to forego the natural (and bi^j 

in ttie actual battle the forces of dramalic) meaning of Octavius' 

Octavins did take the left (Octa- words. 

too 
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Make forth ; the generals would have some words. 

Od. Stii not until the signal. 

£rtt. Words before blows : is it so, countrymen? 

Oei. Not that we love words better, as you do. 

Bnd. Good words aie better than bad strokes, 
Octavius. 

A/It. In youi bad strokes, Brutus, you give good 
words : 
Witness the bole you made in Caesar's hear^ 
Crying ' Long live ! bail, Caesar ! ' 

Cat. Antony, 

The posture of your blows are yet unknown j 
But for your words, they rob the Hybla bees, 
And leave them honeyless. 

Ant Not stingless too. 

Bru. O, yes, and soundless too j 
For you have stol'n their buzzing, Antony, 
And very wisely threat before you sting. 

Afit. Villains, you did not so, when your vile 



Hack'd one another in the sides of Caesar : ^ 

Vou show'd your teeth like apes, and fawn'd like 

hounds. 
And bow'd like bondmen, kissing Caesar's feet ; 
Whilst dunned Casca, like a cur, behind 
Struck Csesar on the neck. O you flatterers ! 

Cos. Flatterers] Now, Brutus, thank yourself : 
This tongue had not offended so to-day. 
If Cassius might have ruled. 

Oef. Come, come, the cause : if arguing make us 
sweat, 
The proof of it will turn to redder drops. 
Look; . 

I draw a sword agEunst conspirators ; 
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When think you that the svord goes up again ? 
Never, till Oesar's three and thirty wounds 
Be well avenged ; or till another Ceesar 
Have added slaughter to the sword of traitors. 

3ru. Cssar, thgu canst not die by traitors' bands, 
Unless thou bring'st them with thee. 

Oa. So I hope ; 

I was not bom to die on Brutus' sword. 

Bnt. 0, if thou wert the noblest of thy strain. 
Young man, thou couldst not die more honourable. £0 

Cos. A peevish schoolboy, worthless of such 
honour, 
Join'd with a masker and a reveller 1 

Anl Old Cassius still ! 

Oct. Come, Antony, away ! 

Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth : 
If you dare fight tcHiay, come to the field ; 
If not, when you have stomachs. 

[Exeunt Odavtus, Antony, and their army. 

Cas. Why, now, blow wind, swell billow and 
swim t»u:k ! 
The storm is U]^ and all is on the hazard. 

3ru. Ho, ijicilius I hark, a word with you. 

LmU. [Sianding forth] My lord? 

[£ru/us and Ludlius converse apart. 

Cas. Messala ! 

Mes. [Standing forth] What says my general ? jd 

Cas. Messala, 
This is my birth-day ; as this very day 
Was Cassius bom. Give me thy hand, Messala : 
Be thou my witness that against my will, 
As Pompey was, am I compell'd to set 
Upon one battle all our liberties. 

5a. goes uf, is sheathed. very day. 'As' was used to 

66. sloniaihs, inclination. specify delermLoaliofis of tiine ; 

73. as Shis mry day (oa) ttiis cf. modem 'at yet' 
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You know that I held Epicunis strong 

And his opinion -. now I change my mind. 

And partly credit things that do presage. 

Coming from Sardis, on our former ensign to 

Two mighty eagles fell, and there they perch'd, 

Golfing and feeding from our soldiers' hands ; 

Who to Fhilippi here consorted us ^ 

This morning are they fled away and gone ; 

And in theii steads do ravens, crows and kites, 

Fly o'er our heads and downward look on us, 

Aa we were sickly prey : theii shadows seem 

A canopy most fatal, under which 

Our army lies, ready to give up the ghost. 

Afes. Believe not so. 

Cas. I but believe it partly ; ^ 

For I am fresh of spirit and resolved 
To meet all perils very constantly. 

£ru. Even so, Lucitius. 

Cas. Now, most noble Brutus, 

The gods to-day stand friendly, that we may. 
Lovers in peace, lead on oui days to age 1 
But since the affairs of men rest still incertain. 
Let 's reason with the worst that may befalL 
If we do lose this battle, then is this 
The very last time we shall speak tt^ether : 
What are you then determined to do ? lo. 

77, / ieU Bpicuras strong dwelling apart Eroni tbe wOTld 

and kit apinia». Tbe theory of and ii^gFrerenl la its abin, 

divinations was one of the points repudiated presages and ei- 

most hotly debated between the plained all ' visions ' as optical 



Stoics, holding that the universe had read in 

was permeated with divine in- elaboiale exposition In this 

fhience ('in moving your Utile sense of Biutus' vision at Sardis. 
finger you move God '), were the 80. formtr. fbremost. 

itaunchest upholders of the 33. cBttsorted, accomposied. 

s^ificance of omens ; the Epi- SB. fatal, bodefuL 

cureans, regarding the gods as 93. Lavtri, friends. 
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Bm, Even by the rule of that philosophy 
By which I did blame Cato for the death 
Which he did give himself, I know not how, 
But I do find it cowardly and vile. 
For fear of what might fitll, so to prevent 
The time of life : arming myself with patience 
To stay the providence of some h^h powers 
That govern us below. 

Cos. Then, if we lose this battle. 

You are contented to be ted in triumph 
Thorough the streets of Rome ? us 

£ru. No, Cassius, no: think not, thou noble 
Roman, 
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome ; 
He bears too great a mind. But this same day 
Must end that work the ides of March b^;un ; 
And whether we shall meet again I know not 
Therefore our everlasting farewell take : 
For ever, and for ever, farewell, Cassius ! 
If we do meet again, why, we shall smile ; 

ioi-to8. The caostniclicHi a Cato for kiUmg himsdl' ... but 

somewbal ambiguous. Bui it being now in tlie midst at tbe 

is belter (with Craik and Camb. danger, I am oT a conlTaiy 

edd.Jtomalie ' I know nol bow ' mind.' Shakespeare's Brutus 

depend on what precedes than does not tbos tartatSij anitoiiDca 

(with Dyce) la suppose a. long his retractation ; be is sUutked 

parenthesis, 'Iknownoihow. . , into il by the sudden vision of 

life. ' foreign lo the simple style a Roman triumph. 
of this play ; the first two lines ,02. Calo, of Utica, who 

bring then a direct answer to committed suicide after the 

Cassius" question, which, how- uiumph of Caesai at Pharsalia. 

ever, they do not neatly 6u This incident wa* doubtless 

ftatus' argument has been much familiar lo Sbakespesre 



audience from the ' Csesar and 

say: Being yei but a young Pompey' fteys (cf. Introduc- 

man and not over-greaUy eiperi- tjon). 
enced io the world, I trustrcd] 

(I know not how) a certain nite ^^-S- !»«««'■ ""t.cipate. 
of Pbilosophy by the which I 106. Tht timt of lift, lb* 

did greatly tdame and reprove period or dosa of life. 
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If not, yrhy then, this parting was well made. 

Cas. For ever, and for ever, farewell, Brutus ! n 
If we do meet again, we 11 smile indeed ; 
If not, 'tis true this parting was well made. 

£nt. Why, then, lead on, 0, that a man 
might know 
The end of this day's business ere it come ! 
But it sufficeth that the day will end. 
And then the end is known. Come, bo t away ! 
[Exeunt. 



SCBKK II. TAe sam. The faid of battle. 

Alarum. Enter Brutus and Messala. 
Bru. Ride, ride, Messala, ride, and give these 
bills 
Unto the legions on the other side. \Loud alarum. 
Let them set on at once ; for I perceive 
But cold demeanour in Octaviu^ wing, 
And sudden push gives them the overthrow. 
Ride, ride, Messala : let them all come down. 



ScEM« III. Another part of the field. 
Alarums. Enter Cassius and Titihius. 

Cas. O, look, Titiniua, look, the villains fly \ 
Myself have to mine own tnm'd enemy : 
This en^n here of mine was turning back ; 
I slew the coward, and did take it from him. 
Tit. O Cassius, Brutus gave the word too 

early; 
I. mil, papen, written 
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Who, having some advantage on Octavios, 
Took it too eagerly : his soldiers fell to spoil, 
Whilst we by Antony arc all enclosed. 

Enter Pindarus. 

J^n. Fly further off, my lord, fly further off; 
Mark Antony is in your tents, my lord : lo 

Fly, therefore, noble Cassius, fly fat ofE 

Cas. This hill is far enough. Look, look, 
Titinius ; 
Are those my tents where I perceive the fire ? 

Tit. They are, my lord. 

Cas. Titinius, if thou lovest me. 

Mount thou my horse, and hide thy spurs in him, 
Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops. 
And here again ; that I may rest assured 
Whether yond troops are friend or enemy. 

Tit. I will be here again, even with a thought 
[Exit. 

Cas. Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill ; « 

My sight was ever thick ; regard Titinius, 
And tell me what thou notest about the field. 

\Pindarus ascends the hill. 
This day I breathed first t time is come round, 
And where I did begin, there shall I end ; 
My life is run his compa.ss. Sirrah, what news? 

Pirt. [Above] O my lord I 

Cas, What news ? 

Pin. [Atove] Titinius is 'enclosed round about 
With horsemen, that make to him on the spur ; 
Yet he spurs on. Now they are almost on him. 3c 
Now, Titinius ! Now some light 0, be lights 

too. 
He 's ta'en. [Shout.] And, hark ! they shout for 
joy. 

19. ifi/A d (A«i^M qnick as thought. 31, ligil, ati^t 
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Cas. Come down, behold no more. 
O, coward that I am, to live so long, 
To see my best friend ta'en before my face ! 

PiNDARUS descends. 
Come hither, sinah : 
In Farthia did I take thee prisoner ; 
And then I swore thee, saving of thy life, 
That whatsoever I did bid thee do, 
Thou shouldst attempt it Come now, keep thine 

oath; 
Now be a freeman : and with this good sword. 
That ran through Oesar's bowels, search this 

bosom. 
Stand not to answer : here, take thou the hilts ; 
And, when my face is cover'd, as 'tis now, 
Guide thou the sword. \Pindarui stabs Hm\ 

Oesar, thou are revenged, 
Even with the sword that kill'd thee, \Dies. 

Pitt. So, I am free ; yet would not so have been. 
Durst I have done my wilL O Cassius, 
Far from this country Pindarus shall run. 
Where never Roman shall take note of him. 

{Exit. 

Re-enter TiTlNiuB viitk Messala. 

Mes. It is but change, Titinius ; for Octavius 
Is overthrown by noble Brutus' power. 
As Cassius' legions are by Antony. 

71/. These tidings will well comfort Cassius. 

Mts. Where did you leave him ? 

Ht. All disconsolate. 

With Pindarus his bondman, on this hill. 

Mes. Is not that he that lies upon the ground ? 

Tit. He lies not like the living. O my heart ! 
43. «i7fi (of a single weapon). 
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Me!. Is not that he ? 

Til. No, this was he, Messala, 

But Cassiiis is no nwre. O setting sun, < 

As in thy red rays thou dost sink to night, 
So in his red blood Cassius' day is set ; 
The sun of Rome is set 1 Our day is gone ; 
Clouds, dews, and dangers come; our deeds are 

done! 
Mistrust of my success hath done this deed 
Mes. Mistrust of good success hath done this 
deed. 
O hateful error, melancholy's child, 
Why dost thou show to the apt thoughts of men 
The things that are not? O error, soon con- 
ceived. 
Thou never comest unto a happy birth, j 

But kill'st the mother that engender'd thee ! 
nt. What, Pindarus! where art thou, Pin- 

darus? 
Mes. Seek him, Titinius, whilst I go to meet 
The noble Brutus, thrusting this report 
Into his ears ; I may say, thrusting it ; 
For piercing steel and darts envenomed 
Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus 
As tidings of this sight 

Tit. Hie you, Messala, 

And I will seek for Pindarus ihc while. 

[Exit Messaia. 
Why didst thou send me forth, brave Cassius ? i 
Did I not meet thy friends ? and did not they 
Put on my brows this wreath of victory, 
And bid me give it thee? Didst thou not hear 

their shouts ? 
Alas, thou hast misconstrued every thing I 
But, hold thee, take this garland on thy brow ; 
66. tucetit, iMve. 68. aft, impremioiiable. 

loS 
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Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, and I 
Will do his bidding. Brutus, come apace, 
And see how I regarded Caius Cassius. 
By your leave, gods :— this is a Roman's part : 
Come, Cassius' sword, and find Titinius' heart. 90 
[Sim himsilf. 

Alarum, Reenter Messala, with BRurtrs, young 
Cato, Strato, VoLUMNius, and LuaLius. 

Bm, Where, where, Messala, doth his body lie ? 

Mes. Lo, yonder, and Titinius mourning it 

Bru. Titinius* face is upward 

Cato. He is slain. 

Bru. O Julius Csesar, thou art mighty yet ! 
Thy spirit walks abroad, and turns our swords 
In our own proper entrails. {Low alarums. 

Cato. Brave Titinius ! 

Look, whether he have not crown'd dead Cassius ! 

Bru. Are yet two Romans living such as these P 
The last of all the Romans, fare thee well ! 
It is impossible that ever Rome m 

Should breed thy fellow. Friends, I owe more 

tears 
To this dead man than you shall see me pay. 
I shall find time, Cassius, I shall find time. 
Come, therefore, and to Thasos send his body : 
His funerals shall not be in our camp, 
Lest it discomfort us. Lucitius, come ; 
And come, young Cato ; let us to the field. 
Labeo and Flavius, set our battles on : 
Tis three o'clock ; and, Romans, yet ere night 
We shall try fortune in a second fight. \E3eeunt. no 
96. frofiT {emi^iasj^ag which the Retd of Pbitippj was 
■own'). not fai distant. 

104. Thasos {T{ 'Thaisy^'), A io6. diicomftrrl, ^iS^oa^n^it. 

laige island in the North -Cgean, loB. !tt Bur ^Olei tm, array 

off tbe coast of Thrace, from our forces. 
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Scene IV. Another part of the fitld. 

Alarum. Enter fighting, Soldiers of both armies; 
then Brutus, young Cato, Lucilius, and others. 
Bru. Yet, countrymen, O, yet hold up your 

heads 1 
Cato. What bastard doth not? Who wiU go 
with me ? 
I will proclaim my name about the field ; 
I am the son of Marcus Cato, bo ! 
A foe to tyrants, and my country's friend ; 
I am the son of Marcus Cato, ho ! 

Bru. And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I 
Brutus, my country's friend; know me for 
Brutus ! [Exit. 

Ludl. O young and noble Catt^ art thou 
down? 
Why, now thou diest as bravely as Titinius ; i 

And ntayst be honour'd, being Cato's son. 
First Sold. Yield, or thou diest. 
Lueii. Only I yield to die : 

There is so much that thou wilt kill me stra^ht ; 
[Offering momy. 
Kill Brutus, and be honour'd in his death. 
First Sold. We must not A noble prisoner I 
See. Sold. Room, ho ! Tell Antony, Brutus is 

ta'en. 
First Sold. I'll tell the news; Here comes 
the general. 

Enter Antony, 
Brutus is ta'en, Brutus is ta'en, my lord. 
Ant. Where is be ? 
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ZwiV. Safe, Antony ; Brutus is safe enough : = 
I dace assure thee that no enemy 
Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus : 
The gods defend him from so great a shame ! 
When you do find him, or ahve or dead, 
He will be found like Bnitus, like himself 

Ant. This is not Brutus, friend ; but, I assure 
you, 
A prize no less in worth : keep this man safe ; 
Give him all kindness : I had rather have 
Such men my friends than enemies. Go on, 
And see whether Brutus be ahve or dead ; 
And bring us word unto Octavius' tent 
How every thing is chanced. [Exeunt. 



Scene V. Another part of the field. 
Enter Brutijs, Dardanius, Cutds, Strato, 

and VOLUHNIUS. 

Bru. Come, poor remains of friends, rest on 

this rock. 
Cli. Statilius show'd the torch-light, but, my 

lord. 
He came not back : he is or ta'en or slain. 
Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus : slaying is the 

word; 
It is a deed in fashion. Hark thee, CUtus. 

[ Whispers. 
Cli. What, I, my lord 7 No, not for all the 

world. 
Bru. Peace then ! no words. 
Cli. I 'U rather kill myself. 

Bru. Hark thee, Dardanius. [Whispers. 

Dar. Shall I do such a deed ? 
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CH. Dardanius 1 

Dar. O Clitus ! 

CH. What ill Teqiiest did Brutus make to tbee 7 

Dar. To kill him, CUtus. Look, he meditates. 

CH. Now is that noble vessel full of gnef. 
That it runs over even at his eyes. 

Bru. Come hither, good Volumnius ; list a 
word. 

Vol. What says my lord ? 

Bru. Why, this, Volumnius : 

The ghost of Csesar hath appear'd to me 
Two several times by night ; at Sardis once. 
And, this last night, here in FhiUppi fields : 
I know my hour is come. 

Vol. Not so, my lord , 

Bru. Nay, I am sure it is, Volumnius. 
Thou seest the world, Volumnius, how it goes ; 
Our enemies have beat us to the pit : 

\Lom alarums. 
It is more worthy to leap in ourselves. 
Than Urry till they push us. Good Volumnius, 
Thou know'st that we two went to school to- 
gether : 
Even for that our love of old, I prithee, 
Hold thou my sword-hilts, whilst I run on it 

Vol. That's not an office for a friend, my 
lord. \Alarum still. 

CH. Fly, fly, my lord; there is no tarrying 
here. 

Brv. Farewell to you ; and you ; and you, 
Volumnius. 
Strato, thou hast been all this while asleep ; 
Farewell to thee too, Strata Countrymen, 
My heart doth joy that yet in all my life 
I found no man but he was true to me. 
I shall have glory by this losing day 
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More than OcUvius and Maik Aotoajr 

By this vile conquest shall attain unto. 

So fare you well at once ; for Brutus' tongue 

Hath almost ended his life's histtay ; 

Night hangs upon mine eyes j my bones would 

rest. 
That hare but labonr'd to attain this hour. 

[Alarum. Cry WUhin, ' Fly, fly, fly ! ' 
ai. Fly, my lord, fly. 

£ru. Hence 1 I will follow. 

[Exeunt C/iius, Danlamus, and Voiummus. 
I prithee, Stiato, slay thou by thy lord : 
Thou art a fellow of a good respect ; 
Thy life hath had some smatch of honour in it : 
Hold then my sword, and turn away thy face, 
While I do run upon it Wilt thou, Strato ? 
Stra. Give me your hand first Fare you well, 

my lord. 
Bru. Farewell, good Strato. [Jiuns on his 
sword.'] Csesar, now be still : ; 

I kill'd not thee with half so good a will \^Dies. 

Alarum. Retreat. Enter Octavius, Antony, 

Mkssala, Lucilius, and the army. 
Oct. What man is that ? 
Mes. My master's man. Strato, where is thy 

master? 
Stra. Free from the bond^e you are in, 
Messala : 
The conquerors can but make a fire of him ; 
For Brutus only overcame himself. 
And no man else hath honour by his death. 
Ludl. So Brutus should be found I thank 
thee, Brutus, 
That thou hast proved Lucilius' saying true. 
46. aaatck, taste. 
VOL VIII IIS I 
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Oct. All that served Brutus, I will enteitain 
them. 60 

Fellow, wilt thou bestow thy time with me ? 

^a. Ay, if Messala will prefer me to you. 

Oct. Do so, good Messala. 

Mes. How died my master, Strato? 

Stra. I held the sword, and he did run on it. 

Mts. Octavius, then take him to follow thee, 
That did the latest service to my master. 

Ant. This was the noblest Roman of them all : 
All the conspirators save only he 
Did that they did in envy of great Caesar j jo 

He only, in a general honest thought 
And common good to all, made one of them. 
His life was gentle, and the elements 
So mix'd in him that Nature might stand up 
And say to all the world ' This was a man ! ' 

Oct. According to his virtue let us use him, 
With all respect and rices of burial. 
Within my tent his bones to-n^ht shall lie. 
Most like a soldier, order'd honourably. 
So call the field to rest ; and let 's away, go 

To part the glories of this happy day. [Exmnt. 

60. tnttrtain, take into thought, out of honesi rogord 
service. for the common good. 

71. in a general koiatl 
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CUUDIUS, king of Denmark. 
Hahlet, son to the late, and 
POI^NIUS, lord chambo-Iain. 
Horatio, liiencl to Hamlet. 
Lauites, son to Polouius. 

VOLTIMAHD, ^ 

ROSBKCKAHTZ, |.. 
GUILDEHSTEKN, | 



A Priest 
Mabcellds, \ ,_ 

BEKNARM, )<>«==«■ 

Francisco, a soldier. 
ReynAldo, servant to Pohmi 

Two Clowns, grave-diggers. 
POKTINBSAS, prince of Noiwi 
A Captain. 
English Anibassad(»s. 



Lords, Indies, Officers, Scddiera, Sailors, Messengen, 

and other Allendants. 

Ghost of Hamlet's Father. 

Scene: Dttimari, 
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INTRODUCTION 

Hamlet, tbe longest of Shakespeare's plays, was never ehh^ 
printed, as it was certainly never performed, entire, ^*"™ 
in his own time. Our authentic text is derived from 
two early versions, each defective in certain points : 
viz. the Quarto of 1604 (Q^), and the Folio of 1633. 
The ttlle-page of the Quarto runs : — 

THE I Tragicall Historic of | Hamlet, | Princeof 
Denmarlu, { By William Shakespeare. | Newly im- 
printed and enlarged to almost as much | againe as 
it was, according to the true and perfect | Coppie. { 
At London, | Printed by I. R, for N. L., and are to 
be sold at his | shoppe under Saint Dunstons Church 
in I Fleet Street 1604. 

This is the more valuable of the two editions, and 
the Hamlet texts of the last generation have steadily 
approximated towards it But the Folio of 1635 was 
printed from an independent MS. containing some 
new passages as well as dropping many old; and 
while its variations in phrase were rarely for the 
better, it was much more accurately printed. 

Four Quartos followed that of 1604, each printed 
substantially from its immediate predecessor in 1605, 
1611, circa 1611-1637, and 1637. 

In addition to these authentic editions of the 
Shakespearean text, two rude versions of the Hamlet 
story exist, which stand in a close but enigmatic rela- 
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1 tion to it. The so-called ' First Quarto ' of Hamlet 
was unknown until 182 1, when Sir Henry Bunbury 
discovered a copy bound up with nine other old 
Shakespearean Quartos.' Its title-page runs : — 

THE I Tragicall Historic of | Hamlet | Prinee of 
Denmarke { By William Shake-speare. | As it hath 
been diverse times acted by his Highnesse ser-|uants 
in the Cittie of London : as also in the two V-)ni- 
versities of Cambridge and Oxford, and else-where. I 
At London printed for N. L. and John Trundell. | 
1603.* 

, All critics agree that this ' First Quarto ' was a 
pirated edition, surreptitiously put together from notes 
taken in the theatre. The great majority agree that 
the original, which it thus rudely reproduced, was not 
the very Hamlet printed ' according to the true and 
perfect copy' in the Second Quarto, but an earlier 
version of the story, which underwent a revision by 
Shakespeare before it became the definitive Hamlet 
we know.' 



1S56 a needy sludeat raised a 
shilling on a second copy, now 
in tbe British Museum. The 
tno copies supplemenl each 
olher, the first lacking the last 
page, the second the title-page. 
Facsimile! have tieen published 
by Timmins, Ashbee, and 

< Thus the text is little more 
Ihan half as long as the Second 
Quanoteil — 0143 ''""s 10 37'9 : 
a large part of this must be laid 
to the account of omission and 
niulitatton. What havoc this 
wrought may be judged from 
such disjecta rntmira as tbe fol- 



my lord, the yc 
r nude a goriAi 



Suing 

bmokedic^i^ 



1 of smdrio 



net clothes ^>read 



ore thcyouna 
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(Sc.v.) 

' The most deeisiie plants of 
the evidence are ; ( i ) the dhtr- 
gtnl namt!. For Polonius and 
Heynaldo we find in Q] Coram- 
bis and Montano ; (a) an entire 
scene (av.) not found in Q, ; 
(3) the queen is somewhat dif- 
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In this earlieT version itself, however, there is 
unmistakable evidence of Shaltespeare's hand. Some 
of the profoundest things in Hamkt are absent ; but 
many of his most pregnant and searching sayii^ are 
disceinible, through a veil. On the other hand there 
are marks of altogether alien work. 

Still more difficulty surrounds the German version otr 
of Hamkt, obtusely entitled, Da- bestrafU Brudermord. ^^2^' 
It was first printed in 1 7 8 1 , from a MS. dated October "''^- 
27, 1710. The language of the MS. is of the later 
seventeenth craitury, but the play itself undoubtedly 
belonged to the repertory of one or other of the bands 
of English players who entertained the courts and the 
cities of Germany from 1585 till far on into the war 
time, with their gross travesties of the masterpieces of 
the English stage. A good deal of Shakespearean 
poetry flashes amongst the wreck^e of the First 
Quarto : here every ray is lost in an unbroken opacity 
of the vulgarest prose. It is possible, nevertheless, 
to see that the traducer operated upon a version of 
Havdet identical neither with the First noi with the 
Second Quarto, but containing marks of both, — most 
probably the original text which the First Quarto 
attempted to repraducc' The remarkable 'Pro- 
Ic^s' in which 'Night' holds colloquy with the 
three Furies, and fires them on to vengeance upon 
the guilty Icing, has no known English original, but 
points, like much of the First Quarto text, to a pre- 
Shakespearean version of the Hamkt story, 

solemoty protests ber innacence ibiws with Hamlet she is far too 

of the murder, and joins tvilli helpless lo conspire. Many 

Horatio (In the scene tcfeired to) other slightet ilifTerences may be 

and with Hamlet himself in plot- passed by. 
ting the revenge. In Qj she is 

more unequivocally 'frail' : her ' Corambus (Creitenadi, Dit 

guill, thoi^h not estahlished, is Sihauifiili dtrengl. Cimh^w"- 

hinted, and while she sympa- Im, p. 134). 



-..lOyCOO'^IC 



Hamlet, Prince of Denmark 

Of all the-vanished plays of Elizabeth's timei the 
old or ' original ' HamUt is the most regrettable A 
chorus of testimonies, from 1589 onwards, leave no 
doubt that there was such a play, but tell us little 
about it The locus classUus is Nash's epistle prefixed 
to Greene's Menapkon, where he 'talks a little in 
friendship with a few of our triviall translators * to the 
following effect : — 

' It is a common practice now-a'-daies amongst a 
sort of Rifling companions, that ninne through every 
arte and thrive by none, to leave the trade of Nooerint 
whereto they were borne, and busie themselves with 
the indevoTS of art, that could scarcelie latinize 
their necke-verse if they should have necde; yet 
English Seneca read by candle-light yeeldes manie 
good sentences, as Bloitd is a iegger, and so forth : 
and if you intreate him faire in a frostie morning, 
he will afoord you whole Hamlets, I should say 
handfulls, of tragical speaches. But O grief I Ten^us 
edax rervm ; — what 's that will last alwaies ? The 
sea exhaled by drops will in continuance be drie; 
and Seneca, let bloud line by line, and page by page, 
at length must needs die to our stage : which makes 
his famisht followers to imitate the Kidde in j£a^, 
who enamored with the Foxes newfangles, foisooke all 
hopes of life to leape into a new occupation, and these 
men renouncing all possibilities of credit or estima- 
tion, to intermeddle with Italian translations,' etc 

The Hamlet thus in existence before 1590 was 
repeatedly played between 1590 and i6oo;' and the 
melodramatic catchword, 'Hamlet, Revenge,' clung 

^ Heailowe reccrdi in hix performance : ' [Hate Virtue is] 

Diary under June 9, 1 594, ' Rd. a foul hibber, and looka as pale 

at hamlel. viijs. ' He does not as the wisard of the ghost, which 

mark it as a new play. Lodge cried so miserably at the theator. 

in his Witi' Misery (1596) re- like an oyster-wile, Hamlel n- 

cords a trail of this or a later vei^r.' 
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to the popular memory for years after it had been 
superseded in Shakespeare's Hamiet} Eyeti the entry 
of Shakespeare's play in the Stationers' Register, July 
26, 1602, 'a booke called the Revenge of Hamlett,' 
probably betrays the dominance of the old version 
and t^e conception of the action which it had in- 
grained. ■ 

These meagre data make it probable that the old | 
Hamlet was a tragedy of vengeance, strongly tinged ] 
with Senecan rhetoric, and set in motion, hke Seneca's i 
Thyesta and AgametrtHon, by the appeal of the wroi^ed 
man's ghost to his kin. Nash's acrid innuendoes, < 
further, leave little doubt that the author was Thomas 
Kyd, on whose name, like Jonson, he condescends to Kyd. 
pun, Kyd's father apparently belonged to the ' trade 
of Noverint,' and his Spanish TVagedy betrays just 
that 'prentice knowledge of Seneca whidi Nash brands 
in the old Hamlet.^ There are speeches stuffed with 
Senecan reminiscences, and the whole action unfolds 
itself at the bidding of a ghost But the play is in 
no sense antique : Elizabethan love of bustling action 
runs riot in the crowded plot The chorus, the 
sentiments, and the messengers' reports are but classic 
embroidery somewhat incongruously pieced on to a 
garment of English homespun by a playwright who 
read his Seneca in English and 'by candle-light." 

' ' My name 's Hamket re- crier in the tana of the Lord, 

venge,' sayi Captain Tucca in Sairaiin. Anglia, liii. 134. 

Dekker's SaHreiKOsHx, ' Ibou Aimin'a ' There are, as Hamlet 

bast been at Paris garden, hast says, things called whips in 

nol? (i6oa). The phrase is store' (Nest cf NiTiniei , 160B), 

played upon also in Westward may rest upon a confusion with 

Hoe (1607), and Rowland's Tht Sfamsk TVagedy, where 

Ni^ Raven (i6i3). this often-parodied phraseoceuis, 

* The phrase ' Bloud is a but at least shows that the two 

beggai, ' which Nash quotes from plays were classed together, 
the old Hamiet, has a parallel * Cf. R. Fischer, Zw Kunzt- 

in a sentence from a tract of tntwicklung dtr engL TragBdw, 

Kyd's: 'Bloud is an ioceuant p. 941 
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The Spanish TVagedy ha.d, then, unmi3taka.b1e affinities 
with the old Hamlet, and enables us to conjectuTe 
with tolerable clearness the shape which the legendary 
tale of Hamlet took in his hands. 

Even as told by Saxo, in the earliest extant version, 
the legend of Hamlet probably owes something to 
the genius of Rome. Saxo Grammaticus (('.«. 'the 
Lettered '), perhaps the most brilliant Latinist of the 
twelfth century, wrote his History of the Danes in 
evident emulation of the sumptuous and sonorous 
manner of Livy.* In what precise form he found 
the legend we cannot tell ; but in his pages Anilotbi, 
the sea -giant who looms vaguely in a phrase of 
the Edda, tossing the white beach-pebbles like meal 
from his 'mill,' has become a Northern counterpart 
of the Livian Brutus who expelled the Tarquins. 
Like Brutus he fe^s madness or 'folly' to save his 
life, and his feigning is the mainspring of the 
whole intrigue.^ The usurper Feng {Claudius), 
whose crimes are told at length, tries to entrap him 
into confession by a series of devices. A girl is 
thrown in his way; a crafty old counsellor listens 
unseen to his talk with his mother ; finally he is sent 
to England with two guards and secret orders for his 
death. Amleth's craft everywhere triumphs: he 
keeps the saving veil of eccentricity before the maiden, 
kills the eavesdropping counsellor, and provides for 
his two guards the death to which they were leading 
him. After winning the daughter of the king of 
England he returns, slays the tyrant, j'ustiRes his deed 
in an oration to the assembled people, and is chosen 

> Cf. Mr. O, Ellon's valuable guages. ' The king clapped his 

Appendix to his CraDslation of hands together and laughed, 

the First Nine Boolcs of Saxo. just as if he were an Amhiode.' 

* As is well known, the den intrl god fortttJt. runs an 

' simpleton ' Amlelh took root in old Swedish rhyme quoted b]r 

the Scandinavian mind and Ian- VigfussoU; s.v. ■amldtt.' 
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king. He is no sooner crowned than he has to cope 
with the machinations of his father-m-law, and marries 
a second wife, the ' Amazon ' Hennentrade, by whose 
treachery he himself finally falls. 

Out of this rambling History of Hamlet the old Prebubk 
playvmght made his Tragedy of Revenge by a process tb* ksc 
somewhat as follows. He added the ghost, whose ^'"''"■ 
summons spurs Hamlet to the revenge which Saxo's 
Amleth conceives unaided. The ghost probably told 
the story of his own death, which, in a play like King 
Zeir, would have been visibly set forth. The trage<5l 
certainly ended with the accomplishment of vengeance, i 
and Hamlet, like Hieronymo, shared his victim's doomj 
It was assuredly not reserved to Shakespeare to silence 
the superfluous sequel. Moreover, if the summons to 
revenge opened the play and the act of revenge closed 
it, Hamlet necessarily 'delayed'; and the example 
of Hieronymo suggests that he already cried out at 
his own tardiness, already saw the phantom of the 
dead chiding his 'lapse in time and passion,'^ was 
already stung with shame to see others do (tike the 
Player and Fortinbras) what he neglects : — 



Hieronymo entraps his victims by a play, and the 
earlier Hamlet probably used a device ^miliar long 
before Shakespeare, to catch the conscience of the 
king.' 



takes the old man, who has also 
lost a son. for his dead Hotatio, 


We are broi^t very near Ham- 
let's conscience- slricken cry :— 


Alt tbou n» conie, Horatio, from the 

Ta»k for justice in thi« upper tmh. 
To (cll thy father thou art iinte- 

To plague Hieronyma that is Rmiu, 


that (he idea originated in the 
well-known anecdote lold in the 
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In 1585-S6 English players performed in the 
Kronborg at Heldngdr, It is probable that their 
impressions and reports were already reflected in 
the old Hamkt ; that Saxo's Juteiand had already 
become Shakespeare's Elsinore; that Hamlet's at- 
tendants were already called Rosencrantz and Guild- 
en stern.' 
i I Finally, there is a good deal of evidence for holding 
°j, that the old Hamlet, like Tht S^msA TYagedy and 
iSaUtiwn and J'erxda, opened with a symbolical dia- 
jlogue between the supernatural contrivers of the 
{harms, — the original, in fact, of that remarkable 
■ 'Prologus ' of the Sestrafte Brudermord. The brief, 
fierce debate between Hecate and the Furies is fore- 
shadowed in the dumb show of Gorbodric (Act IV.^ 
where the Funes, ' daughters of the night,' move with 
their whips and snakes across the stage. No classical 
motif died harder in English tragedy ; but for it, prob- 
ably, the weird sisters themselves mauld have looked 
less like Furies than they do, and been less closely 
allied to Hecate.' Of the action of the play the 
Prologue says littl^ but its allusive hints fall in with 
our other indications of the pre-Shakespearean drama. 
The king's incestuous marriage is to be punished with 
discord. ' Mingle poison in their spousal and jealousy 
in their hearts ! ' cries Hecate. Such a queen natur- 
ally became the secret ally of the avenger, like Bell' 
Imperia in The Spanish TVagedy, and this conception 

IVamiKg fer Fair Women, and 
glanced at m Hamkt i^n. 3. 617), 
oF Ibe woman at Lynn who had 
murdered her husband : — 



As tiiA cried out the pity wu 
by her [about hrt]. 



Wherein ■ Homan Ehat 






* Sarrozin (Atiglia, xiii. lai) 
uedwilbhcrhusbind'i Ihinks thai these scenes in iW«f- 
d^nd with (he .rghi *"* '™™ influenced by (he 
original of Ibe Prologue itself. 



gl': 



Introduction 

of Gertrude still lingers, a£ we have seen in the First 
Quarto, when she vows complicity with Hamlet : — 



She echoes the very phrases of Bell' Imperia : — 

Hinonymo, I will cniiscDt, conceale ; ■ . . 

Hitr. On theo, whatsoever I devise 
Let me entreat you, grace my practices. 

It is hard to resist the evidence of such passages 
that in the earliest version of Hamlet fragments at 
least of the lost Hamlet remain embedded.' Probably 
the whole of the scene between the queen and 
Horatio (xi.) omitted in the final versions is such a 
fragment' 

We may conclude then that the old play already 
presented the rough-hewn framework of the action ^ 
Hamlet, with hints of Ophelia and Polonius, perhaps 
of Rosencrantz and Guildenstern, and some pregnant 
suggestions of Hamlet himself. If Hamlet is the 
most individual of all Shakespeare's works, if it is 
penetrated with the personal accent beyond any other 
dramatic utterance of man, it probably owes even less 
than usual — less certainly than Macbeth or Lear — to 
inventive construction of plot. But Shakespeare's 
supreme power of wholly transforming the spiritual 
complexion of a tate while leaving its material form 
almost intac^ is nowhere so wonderfully seen. 



1 This view bas been urEcd 


almost an echo of Kyd's venion 


with great force and leaming by 


of Gainier'i Camilit :— 


Sairazin in the article already 




quoted (AngUa. idii. 117 f.). 


(Hul. D«i/. *. .«,) 


' Such a-fragraeni loo is the 




king's lentimcDt in Q, (Sc ii. 


■vacant chaff, wdl meant for 


4. 7) ■— 


grain.' to his queen, whose am- 


New livd on urth but hB is borne 


biguous oeulralily il apUy con- 


todi., 


veyed. 
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The spiritual complexion of the Shakespearean 
Hamlet is, in its last nuances, beyond analysis. Its 
far-reaching affinities with the mind of other times 
are charged with the most vivid suggestions of its 
own; its universality is full of local colour; its local 
colour penetrated with ideal gleams. 

Outer evidence points clearl]^ to 1601 as the date 
of the text imperfectly represented in the First Quarto. 
On July 26, 1602, this text was entered in the 
Stationers' Register. The allusions in this text to 
the ' travelling ' of the players and to its cause, corre- 
spond to the known situation of Shakespeare's own 
company during the previous year- We know that 
they 'travelled ' towards the end of the year, playing, 
among other places, at Cambridge, and performing, 
among Other pieces, the newly-finished Hamlet, — which 
the edition of 1603 announced as having been diverse 
times acted by the Company in the two Universities. 
We know also that, before they travelled, the Children 
of the Chapel on the private stages had become for- 
midable competitors of the public stage. And it 
would seem that this competition must have become 
formidable to the Globe Company later than Septem- 
ber 29, 1600, when Burbage, its manager, leased the 
Blackfriars Theatre to Evans, the r^gisseur of the 
Children.^ 

In the authentic 1 604 Quarto the sarcastic descrip- 
tion of the Children is cut out, and the travelling 
ascribed vaguely to a late 'innovation.' The fact 
that Shakespeare's fellow-actors printed both versions 
together in the Folio goes to show that the second is 
only a more formal reference to the same circum- 
stance a^ the first. 

To trace any inner connexion between Hamlet 
and Shakespeare's history is less easy. Nothing that 
' Cf. W. HaU Griffin. HamUI. p. xsi 
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we know of Shakespeare's personal history really ex- 
plains the startling and sudden intensity of personal 
accent in Hamkt, or the changed outlook upon the 
world which here first becomes apparent His father's 
death in 1601, the execution of Essex and imprison- 
ment of Southampton early in the same year, may 
have lent fervour to Hamlet's outbursts of grief and of 
friendship. Montaigne's Essays, in Rorio's excellent 
English, mayhavecontributedtothespeculative subtlety 
of his speech. But these things carry us little way to- 
wards explaining Hamkt. A deep inward convulsion 
is no doubt revealed in the Sonnets. But we are not 
at liberty to see in the world-weatiness of Hamlet a 
direct reflexion of the ' hell of time ' ^ which Shake- 
speare suffered from his branded name and his friend 
estranged, or to hear the echo of Shakespeare's cry 
for restful death* in Hamlet's 'To be, or not to be.' 
The evidence rather tends to show that when Shake- 
speare unlocked bis heart in these bitter verses his 
imagination was bodying forth the joyous comedy 
of Falstaff or Fluellen. What is clear is that Shake- 
speare had himself lived through all the desolation 
that he makes Hamlet express ; but it is when ex- 
perience has subsided into a vibrating memory that 
it becomes stuff for drama. And Hamiet is not the 
only reflexion of this mood. From about 1600 to 
r6o4 Shakespeare shows a disposition to draw, with a 
peculiar jLcerbity . pictures of corrupt cities and courts, 
and with a peculiar sympathy, always touched with 
irony, the thinking and feeling men whom the spec- 
tacle of such societies turns into cynics or satirists, 
plunges into despondence or goads to reform. 
Jaques pierces the body of court and city with shafts 
of choice itiyegtive, discbai^ed with curious and self- 
conscious art The duke in Measure for Measure is 
1 Sortrul cxxtv. ^ Samitl Ix*L 
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bent upon healing bis ptague-striclcen city, but has 
not the nerve to apply the cauterisin g iron, Brutus, 
with sterner resolve but less insight, heioically strikes 
the blow and perishes amidst the min he has wrought 
It is not difficult to imagine how the elements of 
ineffectual idealism here detached may have gathered 
in Shakespeare's mind about the character of the 
Danish prince, who even in the Saga had loitered 
towards his deed of death, and loved his motley some- 
what too well. Transferred to a modern society, as 
polished on the surface as Brutus' Rome, and as cor- 
rupt at the core as the duke's Vienna, new possibihties 
opened for the legend of the tardy avenger. A brain 
solely occupied with the business of avenging a particu- 
lar crime becomes a highly-strung organism acutely 
sensitive to every harmony of civil refinement, and 
every jar of moral discord. He sees his pers<»ial 
wrongs on a background of general corruption. 
Everything in Hamlet converges upon Hamlet, and 
his complex animosity to evil is thrown into relief by 
the elementalyTTOdtctiveness of his antitypes Fortin- 
bras and Laertes, — Shakespeare's own extraordinarily 
effective additions to the legend Fortinbras is not 
without a trace of Hamlet's nobleness, or Laertes of his 
accomplishment But neither has any thought save 
of personal vengeance. Hamlet's shafts of invective 
glance aside from the king to the whole society of 
which the king is the type. He brings that society 
to the bar of an idealism as lofty and noble as Brutus', 
and riddles its pretensions with a poignancy which 
Jaques cannot approach. His dream of the greatness 
of man—-' infinite in faculty, in action like an angel. 
In apprehension like a god ' — is a Humanist counter- 
part of the austeie Stoic sense of human dignity 
which nerves the dagger of Brutus against the sup- 
posed tyranny of Ciesar. And all the brilliant culture 
128 
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of Humanism, which we rather presume than recognise 
in Jaques, — its wit, its various dexterity, its delight 
in the stage, — are mirrored in his incomparably vivid 
speech. But his intellect and passion are mysteriously 
involved in his doom. Brutus' abstract faith in man 
carries him resolutely to ruin without suffering dis- 
illusion ; Hamlet's bitter penetration shatters the very 
bases of that exalted dream, and disillusion paralyses 
resolve. If he sees the world as an unweeded garden, 
it is because he alone has eyes for the fretted canopy 
of heaven. But amid all his pessimism, ' art still l^s 
truth ' ; man is a ' quintessence of dust,' but the next 
moment he is giving a genial welcome to the strolling 
players, somewhat as Jaques forgets his melancholy 
in the delightful discovery of Touchstone. It is not 
for nothing that he is made the mouthpiece of Shake- 
speare's ripest convictions about the art of playing ; 
for he wears his own disguise with something of the 
player's zest, and is allured away from his purpose by 
the intellectual fascination of his role. 

The Brulus and the Jaques types are as it were 
promontories in the sea of Hamlet: promontories 
wHTch", iT'hot 'stprilf,' yet do not carry us within 
sight of shore. A mysterious residuum always remains, 
and the history of the attempts to solve it approaches 
in intellectual fascination, and exceeds in intellectual 
value, the task of solution itself. Three generations 
have seen their own philosophic and racial idiosyo- 
crasifis in the elusive mirror of Hamlet. To the 
humanity of Goethe he was a pure and lovely nature ; 
to the speculative idealism of Coleridge the problem 
lay in his over-reflecting intellect; to the Hegelian 
religiosity of Ulrici, in his tender conscience; to 
Schopenhauer, in his world -weariness. With the 
reaction from the philosophies of pure thought and 
from the old Germany of pure thinkers, new Hamlets 
VOL. viii 139 K 
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have arisen, whose difficulties lie in their '^leen ' 
(Heimann Grimm), their ' temperament ' (Gessner), or 
their ' sluggish blood ' (Loening) ; or in the restraints 
imposed by external sanctions of law and politics. 
If modem p^cjiology lives in Loening's ' lazy Hamlet,' 
the political Teuton of to-day is reflected in Werder's 
scornful 'dismissal ' of the dreamer Hamlet to limbo 
in company with the dreaming Germany of which 
Freytag proclaimed him the type. Finally, to the 
'realistic' eyes of our time Hamlet has become a 
veiled allusion, and his spiritual profile an ineffectual 
di^uise, for Essex,* Montaigne, or James the First. 

' This is (he contention o( printed in bis Shaisftn's Stiitl- 
Hennann Conrad in a series of dekinntnisu, 1897. 
elaborate articles recently re- 
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PRINCE OF DENMARK 



Scene I, Elsimrt. A pla^orm before the 
castle. 

FiUNasco at hispoit. Enter to him Bernaiiik}- 

Ber. Who 's there ? 

Fran. Nay, answer me: Stand, and unfold 

yourself. 
Ber. Long live the lung ! 
R-an. Bernardo ? 
Ber. He. 

Fran. You come most carefiiUjr upon your hour. 
Ber. "Tis now struclc twelve ; get thee to bed, 

Francisco. 
I^an. For this relief much thanks : 'tis bitter 

cold, 
And I am sick at heart 

Ber. Hare you had quiet guard ? 
Fran. Not a mouse stirring. » 

Ber. Well, good night 
If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus, 
'3' 
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The rivals of my watch, bid them make haste. 
Fran. I think I hear them. Stand, ho ! Who 's 
there l> 

Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 

Hor. Friends to this ground. 

Mar. And liegemen to the Dane. 

Jran. Give you good n:^ht. 

Mar. 0, farewell, honest soldier : 

Who hath reUeved you ? 

Fran. Bernardo has ray place. 

Give you good night. [Exit. 

Mar. Holla I Bernardo! 

£er. Say, 

What, is Horatio there ? 

ffor. A piece of him, 

Ser. Welcome, Horatio : welcome, good Mar- 
cellus. » 

Mar. What, has this thing appeared again to- 

£er. I have seen nothing. 

Mar. Horatio says 'tis but our fantasy, 
And will not let belief take hold of him 
Touching this dreaded sight, twice seen of us : 
Therefore I have entreated him along 
With us to watch the minutes of this night ; 
That if again this apparition come, 
He may approve our eyes and speak to it 

Ifor. Tush, tush, 'twill not appear. 

Ber. Sit down awhile ; 30 

And let us once again assail your ears. 
That are so fortified against our story 
What we have two nights seen. 

Hot. Well, sit we down, 

13. r. 
39. afprovt, t 
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And let us hear Bernardo speak of this. 

Ber. LaEt night of all, 
When yond same star that's westward from the 

pole 
Had made his coarse to ilhune that part of heaven 
Where now it burns, Marcellus and myself. 
The bell then beatii^ one,— 

Enter Ghost 

Mar. Peace, break thee off; look, where it 

comes again I « 

Ber. In the same figure, like the king that's 

dead. 
Mar. Thou art a scholar ; speak to it, Horatio. 
Ber. Looks it not like the king? mark it, 

Hot^o. 
Hot. Most like : it barrows me with fear and 

wonder. 
Ber. It would be spoke to. 
Mar. Question it, Horatia 

Hot. What art thou that usurp'st this time of 

night. 
Together with that fair and warlike form 
In which die majesty of buried Denmark 
Did sometimes march 7 by heaven I charge thee, 

speak! 
Mar. It is offended. 

Ber. See, it stalks away ! ; 

Hot. Stay] speak, speak! I chaise thee, speak! 
[Exit Ghost. 
Mar. Tis gone, and will not answer. 
Ber. How now, Horatio! you tremble and look 

pale: 
Is not this something more than fantasy ? 

49. a sckolar. i. e. one. 

»33 
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What think you on 't ? 

M>r. Before my God, I might not this believe 
Without the sensible and true avouch 
Of mine own eyes. 

Mar. Is it not lilce the king? 

Sor. As thou art to thyself : 
Such was the very armour he had on 60 

When he the ambitious Norway combated ; 
So frown'd he once, when, in an angiy parle, 
He smote the sledded pole-axe on the ice. 
'Tia strange. 

Mar. Thus twice before, and Jump at this dead 
hour. 
With martial stalk hath he gone by our watch. 

Uor. In what particular thought to work I 
know not ; 
But in the gross and scope of my opinion, 
This bodes some strange eruption to our state. 

Mar. Good now, sit down, and tell me, he that 
knows, 70 

Why this same strict and most observant watch 
So nightly toils the subject of the land, 
And why such daily cast of brazen cannon, 

57. oiwHf*. warrant, fonn tor 'sle^' the lebkle 

63. parte, parley. (thai which sUdes), bat no other 

63. the slaided fole-axt, the example is known of its use for 

' pole-axe weighted with a sledge ' sledge ' a hammer (thai which 

r hammer at the back.' Ma- slogs), the former iliilgi itself 

~ ■ ■ ■ ' probably owing its unetymo- 
'cal palatal to confusion with 



advocates of ' poleaie ' urge, ing to ' sledded ' here the proper 

the tenor of the descriplion meaning of 'sledged.' 

suggesla a momentary outburst 65. jump, just, 

of fury rather than a prolonged 68. inthtgrBiiaitdtcoptcfiHy 

Gght. The chief difficulty in epinion. the general purport of 

this view is the word -sleddea' my view is (thai). 

' Sled ' is a dialectic and archaic 73. lailt, makes lo toil. 
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And foreign mart for implements of war ; 
Why such impiess of shipwrights, whose sore task 
Does not divide the Sunday from the week ; 
What might be toward, that this sweaty haste 
Doth make the night jointlabourer with the day : 
Who is't that can infann me? 

Hor. That can I ; 

At least the whisp« goes so. Our last king, go 

Whose image even but now appear'd to us. 
Was, as you know, by Fortinbras of Norway, 
Thereto prick'd on by a most emulate pride. 
Dared to thecombat; in whichonr valiant Hamlet — 
For so this side of our known world esteem'd 

him — 
Did slay this Fortinlnras; who, by a seal'd compict, 
Well ratified by law and heraldry. 
Did forfeit, with his life, all those his lands 
Which he stood seized of, to the conqueror : 
Against the which, a moiety competent ^ 

Was gaged by our king ; which bad retum'd 
To the inheritance of PortintH'as, 
Had he been vanquisher ; as, by the same cp vengp t 
And carriage of the article design'd. 
His fell to Hamlet Now, sir, young Fortinbras, 
Of unimproved mettle hot and full, 
Hath in the skirts of Norway here and there 
Shark'd up a list of lawless resolutes. 
For food and diet, to some enterprise 
That hath a stomach in 't ; which is no other — m 

74. mart, traffic 94. carriage of the article 

Bj. iy laa and ieraHrjr. by design'd. tenor d the agreement 

the code of chivaliy as well as drawD up. 

oC cifil law. 96. tatia^rTmd, not turned 

B9. sdttd of, possecsed of. Co account. Q, has ' inap- 

90. a moiety iirmpeleni, an proved,' untried, 
equivalent slice of tenitorr. 100. That halkailomachin' t, 

91. gagtd. pledged. thai promises adventure. 
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As it doth well appear unto our state- 
But to recover of us, by strong hand 
And terms compulsatory, those foresaid lands 
So by his father lost : and this, I take it, 
Is the main motive of our preparations. 
The source of this our watch and the chief head 
Of this post-haste and romage in the land. 

Ber. I think it be no other but e'en so : 
Well may it sort that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch ; so lilce the king >id 
That was and is the question of these wars. 

H&r. A mote it is to trouble the mind's eye. 
In the most high and palmy state of Rome, 
A little ere the mightiest Julius fell, 
The graves stood tenantless and the sheeted dead 
Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets : 

As stars with trains of fire and dews of blood, 
Disasters in the sun ; and the moist star 
Upon whose influence Neptune's empire stands 
Was sick almost to doomsday with eclipse : .^ 

And even the like precurse of fierce events. 
As harbingers preceding stilt the fates 

loi. stale, rulers. ceeds to exempIiTr. [In Plutarch 

103. campuiiafoty.-xsm' com- the comet and «;lipse of the sun 

pulsat'ry.' follow Csessr's death; he does 

106. -W, occasion. no' menlion an eclipse of the 

107. romage. busO^ •P^- Cf. North ia Shatop. 
' * ^ Libr. p. 18B, L.l 

loB-isS- .TW two speeches „S ni,a!lers. ominous signs, 

are omilted in IT. probably an ecKpse. 

109. sorl, agree (with Ihat 120. alnail lo datrntday. Le. 

explanalion). almost to the point of complete 

117. The assumption thai a darkness, alluding to the bibheal 

line has dropped out. best ex- prophecy thai at ibe second 

plains the evidently Incoherent coming of Christ ' (he moon 

grammar of this Ime. It must shall not give her light ' 

have referred in general terms (Malt. xiiv. 39), 

10 the porleats which V. ii7pro- izi. fmurse. portent. 
136 



..IbyCOO'^IC 



sc. I Hamlet, Prince of Denmark 

And prnlngiw tn the omen coming on, 
Have heaven and earth together demonstrated 
Unto our cUmatares and countrymen.- — 
But soft, behold ! lo, where it comes again I 

Jie-enter Ghost 
1 11 cross it, though it blast me. Stay, illusion I 
If thou hast any sound, or use of voice, 
Speak to me : 

If there be any good thing to be done, 13s 

That may to thee do ease and grace to me, 
Speak to me : 

If thou art privy to thy country's fate, 
Which, happily, foreknowing may avoid, 
O, speak ! 

Or if thou hast tiphoarded in thy life 
Extorted treasure in the womb of earth. 
For which, they say, you spirits oft walk in death. 
Speak of it : stay, and speak ! [?%« cxk ervws.'\ 
Stop it, Marcellus. 

Afar. Shall I strike at it with my partisan ? w 

Hot. Do, if it will not stand. 

Ber. Tis here I 

Hor. Tis here ! 

Mar. Tis gcme ! \Exit Ghost. 

Wc do it wrong, being so majestical, 
To offer it the show of violence ; 
For it is, as the air, invulnerable, 
And our vain blows malicious mockery. 

Ber. It was about to speak, when the cock 
crew. 

Hor. And then it started like a guilty thing 

113. Mm, the calamity the path of a spirit was to 
portended. become aubiecl lt> its malign 

135. cUmatiires, dwellers in influence, 
the same ' climate ' or region. 134. kafpily. haply. 

> 117. I'll traa it; to cross 140. fartisan, halberd. 
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Upon a fearful summons. 1 have heard, 

The cock, that is the tnunpet to the morn, 15a 

Doth with his lofty and shrill-sounding thioat 

Awake the god of day ; and, at his warning, 

Whether in sea or fire, in earth or air. 

The extravagant and eiring spiiit hies 

To his confine ; and of the truth herein 

This present object made probation. 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cock. 
Some say that evei 'gainst that season comes 
Wherein our Saviour's birth is celebrated, 
The bird of dawning singeth all night long : lao 

And then, they say, no spiiit dare stir abroad ; 
The nights are wholesome ; then no planets strike, 
No lairy takes, nor witch hath power to chann, 
So hallow'd and so gracious is the time. 

Ifor. So have I heard and do in part believe it 
But, look, the morn, in russet mantle clad, 
Walks o'er the dew of yon high eastward hill : 
Break we our watch up ; and by my advice, 
Let us impart what we have seen to-night 
Unto young Hamlet; for, upon my life, 170 

This spirit, dumb to us, will speak to him. 
Do you consent we shall acquaint him with it, 
As needful in our loves, fitting our duty? 

Mar. Let's do 't, I pray; and I this morning 
know . 
Where we shall find him most conveniently. 

{^Exeunt. 

154. ixlravaganl and err- 163. siriki, bias! with 
ing, wondering beyond lis set malignant inAuence. 

limits. 163. lalui. sirikes the limbs 

1 55. canfine, appointed with fever or paralysis, 
domain. 166. mssti, grajr. 
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Scene II. A room of state in the castle. 

Enter the King, Queen, Hamlet, Polonius, 
Laertes, Voltimand. Cornelius, Lords, 
and Attendants. 
King. Though yet of Hamlet our deai brother's 
death 
The memory be green, and that it us befitted 
To bear our hearts in grief and oui whole Idngdom 
To be contracted in one brow of woe. 
Yet so far hath discretion fought with nature 
That we with wisest sorrow think on him. 
Together with lemembrance of ourselves. 
Therefore our sometime sister, now our queen, 
The imperial jointress to this warlike state, 
Have we, as 'twere with a defeated joy, — » 

With an auspicious and a droppii^ eye, 
With mirth in funeral and with dirge in marriage, 
In equal scale weighing delight and dole, — 
Taken to wife : nor have we herein ban'd 
Your better wisdoms, which have freely gone 
With this affair along. For all, our thanks. 
Now follows, that you know, young Fortinbras, 
Holding a weak supposal of our worth, 
Or thinking by our late dear brother's death 
Our state to be disjoint and out of frame, » 

Collei^ed with the dream of his advantage, 
He hath not fail'd to pester us with message, 
Importing the surrender of those lands 
Lost by his father, with all bonds of law, 
To our most valiant brother. So much for him. 
Now for ourself and for this time of meeting ; 
9. jaiBlTtss, joJDl posKssoT. lo. diftaied, marred, disSgured. 



-- xle 



Hamlet, Prince of Denmark act i 

Thus much the business is t we hatve here writ 
To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras, — 
Who, impotent and bed-rid, scarcely bears 
Of this his nephew's purpose, — to suppress 30 

Hb further gait herein ; in that the levies. 
The lists and full proportions, are all made 
Out of his subject : and we here dispatch 
You, good Cornelius, and you, Voltimand, 
For bearers of this greeting to old Norway ; 
Givii^ to you no further personal power 
To business with the king, more than the scope 
Of these dilated articles allow. 
Farewell, and let your haste commend your duty. 
Cor. I In that and all things will we show our 
Vel. ) duty. ^ 

King. We doubt it nothing : heartily farewell, 
\Exeunt Voltimand and Cornelius. 
And now, Laertes, what 's the news with you ? 
You told us of some suit ; what is 't, Laertes ? 
You cannot speak of reason to the Dane, 
And lose your voice; what wouldst thou b^, 

Laertes, 
That shall not be my offer, not thy asking? 
The head is not more native to the heart, 
The hand more instrumental to the mouth. 
Than is the throne of Denmark to thy father. 
What wouldst thou have^ Laertes ? 

Laer. My dread lord, jo 

Your leave and favour to return to France ; 
From whence though willingly I came to Denmark, 
To show my duty in your coronation. 
Yet now, I must confess, that duty done, 
My thoughts and wishes bend again toward France ■ 

38. dilated, set onl al latge. word. Others have connected 
Ff have ' delated,* an Eliza- il with the genuine though rate 
betban ipcUinf of Ibe same 'ddale,' convey. 
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And bow them to your gracious leave and paidoa 

King. Have you your father's leave P What says 
Polonius ? 

Pol. He hath, my lord, wrung from me my stow 
leave 
By labouisome petition, and at last 
Upon his will I seai'd my hard consent : i 

I do beseech you, give him leave to go. 

King. Take thy fair hour, Laertes; time be 
thine, 
And thy best graces spend it at thy will ! 
But Qow, my cousin Hamlet, and my son, — 

Ham. [Aside] A little more than kin, and 
less than kind. 

KtMg. How is it that the clouds still hang on 
you? 

Ifam. Not so, my lord ; I am too much i' the sun. 

(^ittn. Good Hamlet, cast thy nighted colour ofT, 
And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark. 
Do not for ever with thy vailed lids 5 

Seek for thy noble father in the dust : 
Thou know'st 'tis common ; all that lives must die, 
Passing through nature to eternity. 

Ham. Ay, madam, it is common. 

Queen. If it be, 

Why seems it so particular with thee ? 

Ham. Seems, madam 1 nay, it is ; I know not 



$6. fanipH. permisiioa of ab- 67. Ino mucA i" tie iuh ; an 

lenob allusion lo the provert) : ' Out 

of God's bleuing into the warm 
sun,' which, whaterer its origiii, 
implied passing into an iaferior 
condition. ' E^ eqifis ad auitos ' 
is equated wtth it by Ra)'. 
There is alio a play on ' sod.' 



70. vailtd, drooping. 
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Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother. 
Nor customary suits of solemn black, 
Not windy suspiration of forced breath, 
No, nor the fruitful river in the eye, to 

Nor the dejected 'haviour of the visage, 
Together with all forms, moods, shapes of grie^ 
That can denote me truly : these indeed seem. 
For they are actions that a man might play : 
But I have that within which passeth show ; 
These but the trappings and the suits of woe. 
Xing. 'Tis sweet and commendable in youi 
nature, Hamlet, 
To give these mouiiung duties to your father : 
But, you must know, youi father lost a father; 
That father lost, lost his, and the survivor bound 90 
In filial obligation for some term 
To do oteec[uious sorrow : but to p&sever 
In obstinate condolemeat is a course 
Of impious stubbornness ; 'tis unmanly grief; 
It shows a will most incorrect to heaven, 
A heart unfortified, a mind impatient 
An understanding simple and unschool'd : 
For what we know must be and is as common 
As any the most vulgar thing to sense, 
Why should we in our peevish opposition m 

Take it to heart ? Fie ! 'tis a fault to heaven, 
A fault against the dead, a fault to nature. 
To reason most absurd ; whose common theme 
Is death of fathers, and who still hath cried, 
From the first corse till he that died to-day, 
' This must be so,' We pray you, throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe, and think of us 
As of a father : for let the world take note, 

99, Btiifuimii, (almost) bf Ibe Msocuuioiu Of 'obse- 
funereaL The word is habit- qiues.' 
uallir colotued in Shakespeaie 95. inantci, unstibduad. 
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You are the most immediate to our throne ; 

And with no less nobility of love u 

Than that which dearest father bears his son, 

Do I impart toward you. For your intent 

In going back to school in Wittenberg 

It is most retrc^ntde to our desire : 

And we beseech you, bend you to remain 

Here, in the cheer and comfort of our eye, 

Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son. 

Queen. Let not thy mother lose her prayers, 
Hamlet : 
I pray thee, stay with us ; go not to Wittenberg. 

ITam. I shall in all my best obey you, madam, r. 

King. Why, 'tis a loving and a fair reply : 
Be as ourself in Denmark. Madam, come ; 
This gentle and unforced accord of Hamlet 
Sits smiling to my heart : tn grace whereof. 
No jocund health that Denmark drinks to-day, 
But the great cannon to the clouds shall tell, 
And the king's rouse the heavens shall bjuit again. 
Re-speaking earthly thunder. Come away. 

[J'^nuish. Exeunt all but ffatnitt. 

Ham. O, that this too too solid flesh would melt, 
Thaw and resolve itself into a dew ! i 

Or that the Everlasting had not fix'd 



III. impart; probaU}- there venilT of Luther. To a. few 

U a cbaoge of coDslnictioo, the caltivnied Englishinen. Inctod- 

■eoleiice ending as if il had ing, il is just possible, Sbake- 

begun wilh ' And no less notnlity speare himself, it was associated 

of love. ' with Giordano Bnino, who 

113. ta sckaol ia Witttnierg. lectured there for tbree jvm 

The Univosity or ' high school ' after his sojourn in E ' 
of Wittaiberg, founded in 1 50a, 114. ntrogt ' 

was fx the plaf-going public 135. Daimi 

above all the scene <A the 137. mur. 
■ tragical life and death of Dr. 139. loe too 

FaustiB.' To ProteilaDt Hug- duplication of 

land at Urge il was the uni- used. 
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His canon 'gainst self-slaughter I O God ! God ! 

How weary, stale, flat and unprofitable. 

Seem to me all the uses of this worid ! 

Fie on 't 1 ah fie I 'tis an unweeded garden, 

That grows to seed; things rank and gross in 

nature 
Possess it merely. That it should come to this J 
But two months dead : nay, not so much, not two : 
So excellent a king ; that was, to this, 
H^2!^-°^ ^° a satyr; so loving to my mother 14a 

That he might not betfem'ihe winds of heaven 
Visit her ^e too roughly- Heaven and earth ! 
Must I remember? why, she would hiitff on bim. 
As if increase of appetite had grown . - - 

By what it fed on : an^ yet, within a month — 
Let me not think on{t — Frailty, thy name is 

woman! — 
A little month, 01 ere those shoes were old 
With which she foUow'd my poor father's body, 
Like JJi"hgi all tears : — why she, even she — 
O God J a beast, that wants discourse of reason, ijt> 
Would have moum'd longer — married with my 

uncle, 
My father's brother, but no more like my father 
Than I to Hercules : within a month : 
^re yet the salt of most unrighteous teara 
Had left the flushing in her galled eyes, 
She marriedt^ O, most wicked speed, to post 

134. Kj^f, customaiy occupa- ance of ApoUa and Artemis into 

tions, (ajnillai routine. a slooe an Mount Sip;lus io 

137. aurrly, wholly. Lydia, ■ where she sheds ton 

140. Hyperion, Ihe Titanic ^ ""^ summer long. 
Sun-Kod. 'SO' '*«'*'■« ^ rtatan. 

, _. reasoning power. ' EHieoutae ' 

141. mtam, suHer. deaoles, technically. Ihe proccsi 
149, Nieie, a daughter of of passing from premises lo ■ 

Tuitolus, inmed by the veni 
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With such dexterity to incestuous sheets t 

It is not nor it cannot com^ to good : 

But break, my heart ; for I must bold my tongue. 

Enter Horatio, Marcellus, and Berkardo. 
Hor. Hail to your lordship I 
Ham. I am glad to see you well : ii 

Horatio, — or I do forget myself. 
Hot. The same, my lord, and your poor servant 

ever. 
Ham. Sir, my good fnend; 111 change that 
name with you : 
And what make you from Wittenberg^ Horatio ? 
Marcellus ? 

Mar. My good lord 7 

Ham. I am very glad to see you. [7(7 ^«r.] Good 
even, sir. 
But what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg ? 
Hor. A truant disposition, good my lord. 
Ham. I would not bear your enemy say so, i) 
Nor shall you do mine ear that violence 
To make it truster of your own report 
Against yourself: 1 know you are no truant 
But what is your afiair in Elsinore ? 
We 11 teach you to drink deep ere you depart 
Hor. My lord, I came to see your father's 

funeral 
Ham. I pray thee, do not mock me, fdlow- 
Etndent ; 
I think it was to see my mother's wedding. 
Hor. Indeed, my lord, it foUow'd hard upoa 
Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio ! the fiineral baked- 
meats it 

Did coldly furnish forth the marriage tables. 
Would I had met my dearest foe in heaven 

iSa. dtaral, deadliesl. 
VOL. VIII 145 L 
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Or evet I had seen that day, Horatio ! 
My father ! — methinlts I see my father. 

Hsr. Where, my lord ? 

Ham, In my mind's eye, Horatio. 

Hot. 1 saw him once ; he was a goodly king. 

Ham. He was a roan, take him far all in all, 
I shall not look upon his like again. 

Hor. My lord, I think I saw him yesternight. 

Ham. Saw? whoP i^ 

Hor. My lord, the king your father. 

Ham. The king my father ! 

Hor. Season your admiration for a while 
With an altent ear, till I may deliver, 
Upon the witness of these gentlemen. 
This marvel to you. 

Ham. For God's love, let me hear. 

Hor. Two nights together had these gentlemen, 
Marcellus and Bemacdo, on their watch. 
In the dead vast and middle of the night, 
Been thus encounter'd. A figure like your father. 
Armed at point exactly, cap-a-pe, «> 

Appears before them, and with solemn march 
Goes slow and stately by them : thrice he walk'd 
By their oppiess'd and fear-surprised eyes, 
Within his truncheon's length ; whilst they, distill'd 
Almost to jelly with the act of fear. 
Stand dumb, and speak not to him. This to me 
In dreadful secrecy impart they did ; 
And I with them the third night kept the watch : 
Where, as they had deliver'd, both in time, 
Form of the thing, each word made true and >i<i 
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sc. II Hamlet, Prince of Denmark 

The apparition comes : I knew your father ; 
These hands are not more like. 

ffam. But where was this ? 

Afar. My lord, upon the platform where we 
watch'd. 

ffam. Did you not speak to it 7 

Shr. My lord, I did ; 

But answer made it none : yet once methot^ht 
It lifted up it head and did address 
Itself to motion, like as it would speak ; 
But even then the morning cock crew loud. 
And at the sound it shrunk in haste away, 
And vanish'd from our sight 

■fliwi. Tis very strange, ho 

/for. As I do live, my honour'd lord, 'tis true ; 
And we did think it writ down in our duty 
To let you know of it 

Bam. Indeed, indeed, sirs, but this troubles me. 
Hold you the watch to-night ? 

„ ■ |- We do, my lord. 

Ham. Arm'd, say you ? 

„ ' J- Arm'd, my lord. 

Ham. From top to toe ? 
„ ' > My lord, from head to foot 

Ifam. Then saw you not his face 7 

Hbr. O, yes, my lord ; he wore his beaver up. ^y. 

Mam. What, look'd he frowningly ? 

Sifr. A countenance more in sorrow than in 
anger. 

Bam. Pale or red ? 

Bar. Nay, very pale. 

Bam. And fix'd his eyes upon you ? 

Bt^. Most constantly. 

147 
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Ham. I would I had been there. 

Hot. It would have much amazed you. 

Ham, Veiy hke, veiy like. Stay'd it long ? 

Her. While one with moderate haste might tell- 
a hundred. 

^^' \ Longer, longer. 

Hor. Not when I saw 'L 

Ham, His beard was grizzled, — no ? ko 

Hor. It was, as I have seen it in bis life, 
A sable silver'd 

Ham. I will watch to-night ; 

Perchance 'twill walk again. 

Hor, I warrant it will 

Ham, If it assume my noble father's person, 
I II speak to it, though hell itself should g£^ 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all, 
If you have hitherto conceal'd this sight. 
Let it be tenable in your silence still ; 
And whatsoever else shall hap to-night, 
Give it an understanding^ but no tongue : lyi 

I will requite your loves. So, fare you well : 
Upon the platform, 'twixt eleven and twelve, 
I '11 visit you. 

All. Our duty to your honour. 

Ham. Your loves, as mine to you : farewell 

\Exatnt all but Hamltt. 
My father's spirit in arms I all is not well ; 
I doubt some ibul play : would the night were 

come! 
Till then sit still, my soul : foul deeds will rise, 
Though all the earth o'erwhelm them, to men's 
eyes. {Exit, 
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Scene III. A room in Folomus' house. 

Enter Laertes attd Ophelia. 

Laer. My necessaries are embark'd : farewell : 
And, sister, as the winds give benefit 
And convoy is assistant, do not sleep. 
But let me bear from you. 

Oph. Do you doubt tbat ? 

ILaer. For Hamlet and the trifling of his &vour. 
Hold it a fashion and a toy in blood, 
A violet in the youth of primy nature, 
Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting, 
The perfume and suppliance of a minute ; 
No more. 

Oph. No more but so ? 

Laer, Think it no more : » 

For nature crescent does not grow alone 
In thews and bulk, but, as this temple waxes. 
The inward service of the mind and soul 
Grows wide withal. Perhaps he loves you now, 
And now no soil nor cautel doth besmirch 
The virtue of his will : but you must fear, 
His greatness weigh'd, his wiU is not his own ; 
For he himself is subject to his birth : 
He may not, as unvalued persons do, 
Carve for himself; for on his choice depends ■ 

The safety and health of this whole state ; 
And therefore must his choice be circumscribed 
Unto the voice and yielding of that body 

d. a toy in tleod, a pasting ii. tresceat, pama%. 

*^'^. . ... 15. tauttl. duplicity. 

7. prtiiyi, spnng-iike. 

■■'■ =1. id^ff (three syUaUas). 
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Hamlet, Prince of Denmark act 

Whereof he is the head Then if he says he loves 

you, 
It fits your wisdom so far to believe it 
As he in his particular act and place 
May give his saying deed ; which is no fiirther 
Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal. 
Then weigh what loss your honour may sustain. 
If with too credent ear you list his songs, 
Or lose your heart, or your chaste treasure open 
To his unmaster'd importunity. 
Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister. 
And keep you in the rear of your affecdon, 
Out of the shot and danger of desire. 
The chariest maid is prodigal enough, 
If she unmask her beauty to the moon : 
Virtue itself 'scapes not calumnious strokes : 
The canker galls the infants of the spring, 
Too oft before their buttons be disclosed, 
And in the morn and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blastments are most imminent 
Be waiy then ; best safety lies in fear : 
Youth to itself rebels, though none else near, 

Oph. I shall the effect of this good lesson keep. 
As watchman to my heart But, good my brother, 
Do not, as some ungracious pastors do. 
Show me the steep and thorny way to heaven ; 
Whiles, like a puff 'd and reckless libertine. 
Himself the primrose path of dalliance treads. 
And recks not his own rede. 

Laer. 0, fear me not 

I stay too long : but here my fotber comes. 

Enter Polonius. 
A double blessing is a double grace ; 
Occasion smiles upon a second leave. 

40. ialtaiti, iHids. 51. iv<le, counseL 
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PoL Yet here, LaettesI aboard, aboard, for 

shame ! 
The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail, 
And you are stay'd for. There ; my blessing with 

thee! 
And these few precepts in thy memory 
See thou character. Give thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any unproportion'd thought his act &> 

Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar. 
Those friends thou hast, and their adoption tried, 
Grapple them to thy soul with hoops of steel ; 
But do not dull thy patm with entertainment 
Of each new-hatch'd, unfledged comride. Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrel, but being in. 
Bear 't that the opposed may beware of thee. 
Give every man thy ear, but few thy voice ; 
Talceeach man'scensure, but reservethy judgement. 
Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy, 70 

But not express'd in fancy ; rich, not gaudy ; 
For the apparel oft proclaims the man, 
And they in France of the best rank and station 
Are of a most select and generous, chief in that. 
Neither a borrower nor a lender be ; 
For loan oft loses both itself and friend, 
And borrowing dulls the e<^e of husbandry. 
This above all : to thine own self be true, 

59. charatta; inscribe. by the joint testimony of all 

65. eomradt; Shakcpeare three teits (Q, Q, Fi). Collier's 

accentuates the word on either ' choice' for 'chief Rives a bir 

syllahle. sense, but is not convitidngl]' 

71. isprtts' din fancy, tiKiuA Shakespearean, 'Are most 

out with oiaamenls. stitcl and gtneraui. thief in OuU' 

74. Are ef a mail ulect and is a. clumsy makeshift, and ' Art 

geatnitii.chufiitlkal. Tbisline bibsI leltct and gemroui in that' 

remains a Cnu. Shakespeare (Grant While] a Cordian simpli- 

certainly did not write it as it GcatioiL [Interpret : ' Are or a 

stands, but the most siupicious most select and generous (ap- 

wodiait — 'chief' — isguppoiled paicl) 1 foremost in that.' L.] 
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And it must follow, as the n^ht the day, 

Thou canst not then be false to any man. &> 

Farewell : my blessing season this in thee I 

Laer. Most humbly do I take my leave, my lord 
Poi. The time invites you ; go ; your servants 

tend. 
Zaer. Farewell, Ophelia ; and remember well 
What I have said to you. 

Oph. Tis in my memory lock'd, 

And you yourself shall keep the key of it 

Laer. Farewell. {Exit. 

Pol. What is *t, Ophelia, he hath said to you ? 
Ofh. So please you, something touching the 

Lord Hamlet 
Pol. Marry, well bethought : 90 

Tis told me, he hath very oft of late 
Given private time to you ; and you yourself 
Have of your audience been most free and 

bounteous : 
If it be so, as so 'tis put on me, 
And that in way of caution, I must tell you, 
Vou do not understand yourself so clearly 
As it behoves my daughter and your honour. 
What is between you ? give me up the truth. 
Oph. He hath, my lord, of late made many 
tenders 
Of his affection to me. m 

Pol. Affection I pooh I you speak like a green 
girl, 
Unsifted in such perilous circumstance. 
Do you believe his tenders, as you call them? 
Opk. I do not know, my lord, what I should 

think. 
Pol. Marty, 1 11 teach you : think yourself a 
baby; 

94. put an Bu, impressed ou me; 
153 
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»c. m Hamlet, Prince of Denmark 

That you have u'en these tenders for true pay. 
Which are not staling. Tender yourself more 

dearly; 
Or — not to crack the wind of the poor phrase, 
Running it thus — you '11 tender me a fooL 

Opk. My lord, he hath importuned me with love no 
In honourable fashion. 

/W. Ay, fashion you may call it ; go to, go ta 

Oph. And hath ^ven countenance to his speech, 
my lord, 
With almost all the holy vows of heaven. 

Pol. Ay, springes to catch woodcocks. 1 do 
know. 
When the blood bums, how Erodig^ the soul '/ 
Lends the tongue vows : these blazes, daughter. 
Giving more light than heat, extinct in both. 
Even in their promise, as it is a-making, 
You must not take for fire. From this time iio 

Be somewhat scanter of your maiden presence; 
Set your entreatments at a higher rate 
Than a command to parley. For Lord Hamlet, 
Believe so much in him, that he is young. 
And with a larger tether may he walk 
Than may be given you -. in few, Ophelia, 
Do not believe his vows ; for ihey arc brokers, 
Not of that dye which their investments show. 
But mere implorators of unholy suits, 
Breathii^ like sanctified and pious .feaffds,. ijo 

The better to beguile. This is for ell : 
I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth, 
Have you so slander any moment leisure, 

vy]. TeHoEcr, regard, cue for. 117. Lendi. gives. 

109. KuHHing; ColHer's 137. brsktrs. go-betweens. 

enieiiila[[0D for Qq 'wronR.' Ff "8. investments, vestments. 



U5.t.z5.JbyC,00'^lc 



..3. uoddkocii. This bird 
1* proTerUal for simplicity. leii 

■S3 



Hamlet, Prince of Denmark act i 

As to give words or talk with the Lord Hamlet. 
Look to 't, I charge you : come your ways. 

Ofh. I shall obey, my lord \Exeunt. 



SCEMK IV. The platform. 
Enter Hahlet, Horatio, and Marcellus. 

Ham. The air bites shrewdly ; it is very cold. 

Hot. It is a nipping and an eager air. 

Ham. What hour now ? 

Hor. I think it lacks of twelve. 

Mar. No, it is struck. 

Hor. Indeed ? I heard it not : then it draws 
near the season 
Wherein the spirit held his wont to walk. 

\AflourUk of trumpets, and ordnance 
shot off within. 
What does this mean, my lord? 

Ham. The king doth wake to-night and takes 
his rouse, 
Keeps wassail, and the swa^eiing up-spring reels ; 
And, as he drains his draughts of Rhenish down, » 
The kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Hor. Is it a custom ? 

Ham. Ay, marry, is 't : 
But to my mind, though I am native here 
And to the manner bom, it is a custom 
More honour'd in the breach than the observance 
This heavy-headed revel east and west 

a. tagtr, sharp. meat was then characleiislic of 

8. jodfa, hold revel. Denmark. 

9. Kf-spring, a t boisterous 16. Afort honour'd in tkt 
Qitraaxi dance (' Hilpfttuf). breach than tht oiservana, 

II. t4ttU-Jruat; Uiis iusira- better to break tliaii observe. 
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Makes us traduced and tax'd of other nations : 

Tbey qlepe.us drunkards, and vith swinish phrase 

Soil our addition ; and indeed it takes » 

From our achievements, though perform'd at he^ht, 

The pith and marrow of our attribute. 

So, oft it chances in particular men. 

That for some vicious mole of nature in them. 

As, in their birth, — wherein they are not guilty. 

Since nature cannot choose his origin — 

By the o'ergrowth of some complexion. 

Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reason, 

Or by some habit that too much o'er-leavens 

The form of plausive manners, that these men, 3a- 

Carrying, I say, the stamp of one defect, ' 

Being nature's livery, or fortune's star, — 

Their virtues else — be they as pure as grace, 

As infinite as man may imdergo— 

Shall in the general censure take corruption 

From that particular &ult : the dram of eale 

Doth all the noble substance of a doubt 

19. tsM sminisk phratt, by Tbc Bcneral sense of this dis- 

calling us swine. puled passage is plainly : the 

30, addiiie*. title. slight infusion of base qaalitif 

aa. atlribuU. reputatloD. discredits the entire Bubstanix, 

97. compUxioH, natural dis- incurring thereby tbe greater 

position. reproacb. But neither ' eale ' 

39. derUioitm llu form of nor ' of a doubl ' has yet been 

flatisive maniurs, counterminca sads&ctoiily amended or ex- 

tbe charm of engaging ways. plained. ' Eale ' can rery well 

3a. nalurt'i livtry, or for- be a spelling of ' e'il ' (evil) ; 

Adu'i ttar. a blemish they were but the phraseology certainly 
bora with, or one wnx^t by 
mtscbance. 'Star' has t>een 
understood of 3 mark, such as 
ttie starin ahorse's brow. Gut 
the coHocalion with 'fortune' 
favours tbe astrological sense ', 

the tnaligo influence being put the noble witb doubt.' 

ftx the ' defect ' il induces. tnosl plausible emendations 

36. Ike dram ^ tab, etc, ' often dout,' ' oft adoubt.' 
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To his own scandal 

Hot. Look, my lord, it comes I 

Enter Ghost 

Ham. Angels and ministers of grace defend us ! 
Be thou a spirit of health ot goblin damn'd, v 

Bring with thee airs from heaven or blasts from 

hell, 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 
Thou comest in such 3 questionable shape 
That I will speak to thee : I '11 call thee Hamlet, 
King, father, royal Dane : 0, answer me ! 
Let me not burst in ignorance ; but tell 
Why thy candnized bones, hearsed in death. 
Have burst their cerements ; why the j^uJehre, 
Wherein we saw thee quietly inum'd, 
Hath oped his ponderous and marble jaws, 50 

To cast thee up again. What may this mean. 
That thou, dead corse, again, in cdmplete steel, 
Revisit'st thus the glimpses of the moon, 
Making night hideous ; and we fools of nature 
So horridly to shake our disposition 
With thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls ? 
Say, why is this? wherefore? what should we do? 
[Ghost beckons Hamlet. 

Hot. It beckons you to go away with it. 
As if it some impartment did desire 
To you alone. 

Mar. L-ook, with what courteous action 6a 

It waves you to a more removed ground : 
But do not go with it. 

43. t/uestionabU. question- !igh(. 
compelling. 54. we fools of nafure , . , 

47. cananiKd, consecrated to ihaltt. The embarrassed 

(b; burial aceordiag to the rites spitax reflects Hamlet's agita- 

of the Church). tion. 'We . . . nature" im- 

53. giimfia, glimmering pulsivelj luiticipales ' our. ' 
.56 

,i, „..,M,C,oot^lc 



K. n Hsunlet, Prince of Denmark 

/for. No, by no means. 

ffam. It will not speak ; then I will follow it 

Sbr. Do not, my lord. 

Jfam. Why, what should be the fear? ' 

I do not set my life at a pin's fee ; 
And for my soul, what can it do to that. 
Being a thing immortal as itself? 
It waves me forth again : I '11 follow it 

Sor. What if it tempt you toward the flood, 
my lord, 
Or to the dreadful summit of the cliff 7a 

That beetles o'er his base into the sea. 
And there assume some other horrible form, 
Which might deprive your sovereignty of reason 
And draw you into madness ? think of it : 
The very place puts toys of desperation. 
Without more motive, into every brain 
That looks so many fathoms to the sea 
And hears it roar beneath. 

Ifam. It waves me still 

Go on ; 1 11 follow thee. 

Mar. You shall not go, my lord 

JIam. Hold off your hands, so 

Mir. Be ruled ; you shall not ga 

Ifam. My fate cries out, 

And makes each petty artery in this body 
As hardy as the Nemean lion's nerve. 
Still am I call'd. Unhand me, gentlemen. 
By heaven, I '11 make a ghost of him that lets me! 

65. fit, vaiae. weapons pnivm£ fuiile againit 

73, deprive your loverdgtily its tough hide. Shakfspeare 

ef rtaion, delLrone your rea- bad perhaps heard descriptions 

son. of Mantegoa's pictures at Man- 

75. lojit of JetpiratieH. del- luaof (he feats of Hercules (cT. 

perale fatuities of impulse. Sairaiin, J.B. xxxi. 175). 

83. /** NtiHtan lion, 83. ntrve, muscle, 

strangled by Hercules, all his S5. Uli, binders. 
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I say, away I Go on ; 1 11 follow thee. 

[Exeufti Ghost and Hamlet. 
Her. He waxes desperate with imagination. 
Mar. Let 's follow ; 'tis not fit thus to obey him. 
Hot. Have after. To what issue will this 

come? 
Mar. Something is rotten in the state of 

Denmark. 9a 

Hot. Heaven will direct it 
Mar. Nay, let 's follow him. \Exatia. 



Scene V. Another part of the platform. 

Enter Ghost and Hamlet. 

Ham. Where wilt thou lead me ? speak ; I 'U 

go no further. 
Ghost. Mark me. 
Ham. I will. 

Ghost. My hour is almost come, 

When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames 
Must render up myself. 

Ham. Alas, poor ghost I 

Ghost. Pity me not, but lend thy serious hearing 
To what I shall unfold. 

Ham. Speak ; I am bound to hear. 

Ghost. So art thou to revenge, when thou shall 

hear. 
Ham. What? 

Ghost. I am thy father's spirit, 
Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night, 1 

And for the day confined to ^t in fires, 
Till the foul crimes done in my days of nature 
Are burnt and puig^ away. But that I am forbid 
6. Anno/, i«a4j. 
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tc V Hamlet, Prince of Denmark 

To tell the seciets of my prison-house, 
I could a tale unfold whose lightest word 
Would harrow up thy soul, freeze thy young blood, 
Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their 

spheres, 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part 
And each particular hair to stand an end, 
Like quills upon the fretful porpentine : n 

But this eternal blazon must not be 
To ears of flesh and blood. List, list, O, list I 
If thou didst ever thy dear father love — 
Jifam. O God ! 
G^si. Revenge his foul and most unnatural 

murder. 
Jfam. Murder ! 

Ghosl. Murder most foul, as in the best it is ; 
But this most foul, strange and unnatural 

JIam. Haste me to know 't, that I, with wings 
as swift 
As meditation or the thoughts of love, 30 

May sweep to my revenge. 

Ghest I find thee apt ; 

And duller shouldst thou be than the fat weed 
That roots itself in ease on Lethe wharf, 
Wouldst thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet, 

hear: 
Tis given out th^ sleeping in my orchard, 
A serpent stung me ; so the whole ear of Denmark 
' Is by a forged process of my death 

19. attend, on cud. Sbakopeare fe^nsj 'duliteu' 

ao. frfttitine, pOTCupine. in (be ■ fal weeds ' it fed. The 

, ,, .. , idea msT have been cauffbl from 

ar. */,™a/iWd«dMure seneca-. deicriptKH. of the 

oflbmpelenaL 'iluml«ra.'y™whicho™rhimg 

33. Lilht -wharf, the bonks Lethe; ' Tua imminenle, quBm 

of the infemal river Lethe, which tenet segnis sopor ' (cf. Sarraiin, 

produced oblivion in those who ^fff^- viii. 130J. 

drank of ii, aod hence (as 37. fracas, namtive. 
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Hamlet, Prince of Denmark act i 

Rankly abused : but know, thou coble youth. 
The serpent that did sting thy Other's hfe 
Now wears his crown. 

Ham. O my prophetic soul I ^ 

My uncle ! 

Ghost. Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate 
beast, 
With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifts, — 
O wicked wit and gifts, that have the power 
So to seduce ! — won to his shameful lust 
The will of my most seeming- virtuous queen : 

Hamlet, what a falling-off was there I 
From me, whose love was of that dignity 
That it went hand in hand even with the vow 

1 made to her in marriage, and to decline go 
Upon a wretch whose natural gifts were poor 

To those of mine ! 

But virtue, as it never will tie moved, 

Though lewdness court it in a shape of heaven. 

So lust, though to a radiant angel Unk'd, 

Will sate itself in a celestial bed, 

And prey on garbage. 

But, soft I methinks I scent the morning air ; 

Brief let me be. Sleeping within my orchard, 

My custom always of the afternoon, 6° 

Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole, 

With juice of cursed hebenon in a rial, 

And in the porches of my ears did pour 

The leperous distilment ; whose effect 

40. my prophetic soul. Cf. into the eares is ynot^h to 

i. a. 955, ' I doubt lome foul trouble the brain ' {JVat. Hist. 

I^y.' ixv. 4 ; in Holland's transla- 

59, orchard, garden. lion, ifior). in favour of (a) is 

6a. ktbinoa, probably either the use of • heben ' for a tough 

{i) henbane, or (a) yew. In wood, and (he ascription (a yew 

favour of (i) is Pliny's descrip. of the power of curdling the 

lion of the oil of henbane, blood. Qq have ' hebona, ' Fi 

'which, if it be but dropjied 'hebenon.' 
t6o 
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sc. V Hamlet, Prince of Denmark 

Holds such an enmity with blood of man 
That swift as qnicksilf er it courses through 
The natural gates and alleys of the body, 
And with a sudden vigour it doth posset 
And curd, hke eager droppings into millc. 
The thin and wholesome blood : so did it mine ; 
And a most instant tetter bark'd about, 
Most lazarlilce, with vile and loathsome crust, 
All my smooth body. 
Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother's hand 
Of hfe, of crown, of queen, at once dispatch'd : 
Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin, 
■^ UnhouseI'd, disappointed, unaneled, 

No reckoning made, but sent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head : 
O, honible I O, horrible ! most horrible ! i 

If thou hast nature in thee, hear it not ; 
Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 
A couch for luxury and damned incest. 
But, howsoever thou pursuest this act. 
Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive 
Against thy toother aught : leave her to heaven. 
And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge. 
To prick and sting hex. Fare thee well at once ! 
The glow-worm shows the matin to be near, 
And 'gins to pale his uneffectual fire : < 

Adieu, adieu t Hamlet, remember me. [£xii. 

Ham. all you host of heaven! O earth! what 
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Hamlet, Prince of Denmark *ct i 

And you, my sinews, grow not instant old, 

But bea.T me stiffly up. Remember thee I 

Ay, thou poor ghost, while memoiy holds a seat 

In this distracted globe. Remember thee ! 

Yea, from the table of my memory 

I '11 wipe away all trivial foud recdrds. 

All saws of books, all forms, all pressures past, nw 

That youth and observation copied there ; 

And thy commandment all alone shall live 

Within the book and volume of my brain, 

Unmix'd with baser matter : yes, by heaven t 

O most pernicious woman ! 

villain, villain, smiting, damned villain ! 
My tables, — meet it is I set it down, 

That one may smile, and smile, and be a villain ; 
At least I 'ra sure it may be so in Denmark : 

[JVriting. 
So, uncle, there you ate. Now to my word ; ne 

It is ' Adieu, adieu ! remember me.' 

1 have sworn 't. 

^^- UffiVA/w] My lord, my lord! 

Etiier Horatio an^i Marcellus. 
Mar. Lord Hamlet ! 
Ifor. Heaven secure him ! 
ffam. So be it ! 

^or. lUo, ho, ho, my lord ! 

Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy 1 come, bird, come. 
Mar. How is 't, my noble lord P 

97- jJMf, head. Iransfeired the stage direction 

.OQ. /nf«<,™, impressions. ' E^'f ■ ■ -. "^l"^',,*" 

113. Enter Haratia and call nfler him in the dark. 
Marcelhi!. The arrangemenl ii6. J/illo. ho. ho: Hamlet 

here follows Q,, sad is imitates tbe falcMitr's call to 

supported by Q,. Capell first his hawk, 

i6i 
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sc. V Hamlet, Prince of Denmark 

Hor. What news, my lord ? 

Ham. O, wonderful I 
Hor. Good my lord, tell it 
Ham. No ; you will reveal it. 

Hor. Not I, my lord, by heaven. 
Mar. Nor 1, my lord. v. 

Ham. How say you, then ; would heart of man 
once think it ? 
But you '11 be secret ? 

„ ' \ Ay, by heaven, my lord. 

Ham. There's ne'er a villain dwelling in all 
Denmark 
But he 's an arrant knav& 

Hor. There needs no ghost, my lord, come from 
the grave 
To tell us this. 

Ham. Why, right ; you are i' the right ; 

And so, without more circumstance at all, 
I hold it fit that we shake hands and part : 
You, as your business and desire shall point you; 
For every man has business and desire, i; 

Such as it is ; and for my own poor part. 
Look you, I '11 go pray. 

Hor. These are but wild and whirling words, 

my lord 
Ham. I 'm sorry they offend you, heartily j 
Yes, faith, heartily. 

Hor. There 's no offence, my lord. 

Ham. Yes, by Saiut Patrick, but there is, 
Horatio, 
And much offence too. Touching this vision here, 

135. by Saint Patrick. If (he is so colled by Dekker), an 
the oalb has any point at all. heoce as taking cognisaace < 
St. Patrick is probably referred unexpiated crimes. 
to as the ' keeper of Purgatory ' 

163 
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Hamlet, Prince of Denmark act i 

It is an honest ghost, that let me tell you ; 
For your desire to know what is between us, 
O'ermaster 't as you may. And now, good friends, 140 
As you are friends, scholars and soldiers, 
Give me one poor request. 

ZSt. What is 't, my lord ? we wilL 

Ham. Never malce known what you have seen 
to-nigh L 

^ ' j- My lord, we wilt not 

Ham. Nay, but swear "t 

Hot. In faith. 

My lord, not I. 

Mar. Nor I, my lord, in faith. 

Ham. Upon my sword. 

Mar. We have sworn, my lord, already. 

Ham. Indeed, upon my sword, indeed. 

Ghost. [Benea/A] Swear. 

Ham. Ah, ha, boy I say'st thou so ? art thou 
there, truepenny? 150 

Come on — you hear this fellow in the cellarage — 
Consent to swear. 

Hor. Propose the oath, my lord. 

Ham. Never to speak of this that you have seen, 
Swear by my sword. 

G^st. [Beneath] Swear. 

Ham. Hie et ubiquei* then well shift our 
ground. 
Come hither, gentlemen. 
And lay your hands again upon my sword : 
Never to speak of this that you have heard, 
Swear by my sword. iSo 

GAosi. [Beneath] Swear. 

Jfam. Well said, old mole ! canst work i' the 
earth so fast ? 

141. wiWrrj (three syllables). t^a. irueptiiny.hoaKH feWcm. 
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A worthy pioner ! Once more remove, good friends. 
Hor. O day and night, but this is wondrous 

strange ! 
Ham. And therefore as a stranger gire it 

welcome. 
There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, 
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy. 
But come ; 

Here, as before, never, so help you mercj'. 
How strange or odd soe'er I bear myself, .70 

As I perchance hereafter shall think meet 
To put an antic disposition on, 
That you, at such times seeing me, never shall, 
With arms encumber'd thus, or this head-shake, 
Or by pronouncing of some doubtful phrase. 
As 'Well, well, we know,' or 'We could, an if we 

would,' 
Or ' If we list to speak,' or ' There be, an if they 

might,' 
Or such ambi guous giving out, to note 
That you'lS^ffaught of me ; this not to do. 
So grace and mercy at your most need help you, isa 
Swear. 

Ghost. \Bemath\ Swear. 

Ham. Rest, rest, perturbed spirit! \Theyiwtar^ 

So, gentlemen, 
With all my love I do commend me to you : 
And what so poor a man as Hamlet is 
May do, to express his love and friending to you, 
God willing, shall not lack. Let us go in together ; 
And still your fingers on your lips, I pray. 
The time is out of joint : O cursed spite. 
That ever I was born to set it right \ .90 

Nay, come, let's go together. \Exeunt. 

163. pioner, digger, miner, 174. encumber'd. folded. 

173. onAc, odd, fanlaslic. 17S. giving oal. profession. 
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Scene I. A room in Poloniug house. 

Enter Polonius and Reymaldo. 

Pol. Give him this money and these notes, 

Reynaldo. 
Rey. I will, my lord. 

Pol. You shall do marvellous wisely, good 
Reynaldo, 
Before you visit him, to make inquire 
Of his behaviour. 

R^. My lord, I did intend it. 

/W. Marry, well said ; very well said. Look 
you, sir. 
Inquire me first what Danskers are in Paris ; 
And how, and who, what means, and where they 

keep. 
What company, at what expense ; and finding 
By this encompassment and drift of question u 

That they do know my son, come you more nearer 
Than your particular demands will touch it : 
Take you, as 'twere, some distant knowledge of him ; 
As thus, ' I know his father and his friends. 
And in part him :' do you mark this, Reynaldo? 
Rty. Ay, very well, my lord. 
Pol. ' And in part him ; but ' you may say ' not 
well: 
But, if 't be he I mean, he 's very wild ; 
Addicted so and so : ' and there put on him 

7. DoHjtiri, Danes. (=' drift of circumstance, 

8. JUtf, dwell. ill. i. i), indirect approach, 
)D. tHttn^aaiHtnt and drift ' beating about the bush.' 
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What foTgeries you please ; marry, none so rank » 
As may dishonour him ; take heed of that ; 
But, sb, such wanton, wild and usual slips 
As are companions noted and most known 
To youth and liberty, 

Rey. As gaming, my lord. 

Pi>l. Ay, 01 drinking, fencing, swearing, quar- 
relling, 
Drabbing : you may go so far. 

Rey. My lord, that would dishonour him. 

Pol. 'Faith, no; as you may season it in the 
charge. 
You must not put another scandal on him. 
That he is open to incontinency ; jo 

That 's not my meaning : but breathe his faults so 

quaintly 
That they may seem the taints of liberty. 
The flash and outbreak of a fiery mind, 
A savageness in unreclaimed blood, 
Of general assault 

Rey. But, my good lord, — 

Pol. Wherefore should you do [his t 

JCff. Ay, my lord, 

I would know that 

PoL Many, sir, here 's my drift ; 

And I believe it is a fetch of wit : 
You laying these slight sullies on my son. 
As 'twere a thing a little soil'd i' the working, ,o 

Mark you. 

Your party in converse, him you would sound. 
Having ever seen in the prenominate crimes 
The youth you breathe of guilty, be assured 

ag. aniAlur scanial . . , in- 35. Of general asiault, to 

itHliiuniy. Pokmitts insists, ' suo whkh all men are subject. 
more, ' upon a verbal distinction. 38. a fetth tf wit, a^ iMTimag 

31. ftiain/fy, anfully. device. So Qq. Ft '■ fetch 

34. unretlaimtd, nntanied, of warranL * 
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He closes with you in this consequence ; 
'Good sir,' or so, or 'friend,' or 'gentleman,' 
According to the phrase or the addition 
Of man and country. 

Rey. Very good, my lord. 

Pol. And then, sir, does he this — he docs — 
what was I about to say ? By the mass, I was so 
about to say something : where did I leave ? 

Rey. At * closes in the consequence,' at ' friend 
or so,' and ' gentleman.' 

Pol. At ' closes in the consequence,' ay, marry ; 
He closes thus : ' I know the gentleman ; 
I saw him yesterday, or t' other day. 
Or then, or then ; with such, or such ; and, as you 

There was a' gaming : there o'erlook in 's rouse ; 

There falling out at tennis : ' or perchance, 

' I saw him enter such a house of sale,' en 

Videlicet, a brothel, or so forth. 

See you now ; 

Your bait of falsehood takes this carp of truth : 

And thus do we of wisdom and of reach, 

With windlasses and with assays of bias, 

By indirections find directions out : 

So by my former lecture and advice, 

Shall you my son. You have me, have you not ? 

45. closa with you in thij 5B. o'criaik in 'i rtmu (a 

cffttsequena. Id such tenm as euphemism), ' seized wJlh dnmk- 



47. addition, lille. 


65. iiiiiidlaius, drcuiti 


55- Ht clous; so Qq. Ff 


melbods. 


' he closes with you ' ; and so 


6s- aisays of tias, roui 


Carab. edd. But the Quarto 
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Polonius recovers hi! thoughl, 
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Rey. My lord, I have. 

Pol. God be wi' you ; fare you welL 

Jiey. Gfod my lord ! 70 

Pol. Observe his inclination in youisel£ 

Jiey. I shall, my lord. 

Poi. And let him ply his music. 

Jtey. Well, my lord. 

Pol. Farewell! \Exit Ueynaldo. 

Enter Ophelia. 

How now, Ophelia ! what 's the matter ? 

Oph. O, my lord, my lord, I have been so 
affrighted ! 

Pol. With what, i' the name of God ? 

Oph. My lord, as I was sewing in my closet, 
Lord Hamlet, with his doublet all unbraced. 
No hat upon his head, his stockings foul'd, 
Ungarter'd, and down-gyved to his ancle ; so 

Pale as his shirt, his knees knocking each other, 
And with a look so piteous in purport 
As if he had been loosed out of hell 
To speak of horrors, he comes before me. 

Pol. Mad for thy love ? 

Oph. My lord, I do not know, 

But truly, I do fear iL 

Pol. What said he ? 

Oph, He took me by the wrist and held me bard; 
Then goes he to the length of all his arm ; 
And, with his other hand thus o'er his brow, 
He falls to such perusal of my face sa 

As he would draw it. Long stay'd he BO ; 
At last, a little shaking of mine arm. 
And thrice his head thus waving up and down, 

71. tn yourself, wilh your 80. down-gyvid lo his ancle, 

own ejes (aa well as bf le- hanging in folds about his ancle 
van). like a fetter. 
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He raised a sigh so piteous and profound 

As it did seem to shatter all his bulk 

And end his being : that done, he lets me go : 

And, with his head over his shoulder tum'd, 

He seem'd to find his way without his eyes ; 

For out o' doors he went without their helps, 

And, to the last, bended their light on me. vx> 

Pd. Come, go with me: I will go seek the king. 
This is the very ecstasy of love. 
Whose violent property fordoes itself 
And leads the will to desperate undertakings 
As oft as any passion under heaven 
That does afflict our natures. I am sorry. 
What, have you given him any hard words of late P 

Opk. No, my good lord, but, as you did com- 
mand, 
I did repel his letters and denied 
His access to roe. 

Pol. That hath made him mad. no 

I am sorry that with better heed and judgement 
I had not quoted him : I fear'd he did btit trifle 
And meant to wreck thee ; but beshrew my jealousy I 
By heaven, it is as proper to our age 
To cast beyond ourselves in our opinions 
As it is common for the younger sort 
To lack discretion. Come, go we to the king : 
This must be known ; which, being kept close, 

might move 
More grief to hide than hate to utter love. \E3xuHt. 
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Scene II. A room in the eastk. 

Enter King, Queen, Rosencrantz, Guilden- 
STERN, am/ Attendants. 

King. Welcome, dear Rosencrantz and Guilden- 
stem! 
Moreover that we much did long to see you, 
The need we have to use you did provoke 
Our hasty sending. Something have you heard 
Of Hamlet's transformation ; so call it, 
Sith nor the exterior nor the inward man 
Resembles that it was. What it should be, 
More than his father's death, that thus hath put him 
So much from the understanding of himself, 
I cannot dream of: I entreat you both, » 

That, being of so young days brought up with him. 
And sith so neighbour'd to his youth and haviour. 
That you vouchsafe your rest here in our court ■ 
Some little time : so by your companies 
To draw him on to pleasures, and to gather, 
So much as from occasion you may glean. 
Whether aught, to us unknown, afHicts him thus. 
That open'd lies within our remedy. 

Queen. Good gentlemen, he hath much talk'd 
of you ; 
And sure I am two men there are not living » 

To whom he more adheres. If it will please you 
To show us so much gentry and good will 
As to expend your time with us awhil^ 
For the supply and profit of our hope, 
Your visitation shall receive such thanks 
As fits a king's remembrance. 

1. Manmtr^uit, besiilesthu. 
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Has. Both your majesties 

Might, by the sovere^n power you have of us, 
Put your dread pleasures more into command 
Than to entreaty. 

Guil. But we both obey, 

And here give up ourselves, in the full bent » 

To lay our service freely at your feet. 
To be commanded. 

King. Thanks, Rosencrantz and gentle Guilden- 
stem. 

Qiuert. Thanks, Guildenstem and gentle Rosen- 

And I beseech you instantly to visit 
My too much changed son. Go, some of you. 
And bring these gentlemen where Hamlet is. 
Guii. Heavens make our presence and our 
practices 
Pleasant and helpful to him ! 

Queen. Ay, amen ! 

\Exeuni Rosencrantz, Guildenstern, and 
some Attendants. 

Enter Polonius. 
Pol. The ambassadors from Norway, my good 
lord, « 

Are joyfully retum'd. 

King. Thou still hast been the father of good 

news. 
Pol. Have I, my lord ? 1 assure my good liege, 
I hold my duty, as I hold my soul, 
Both to my God and to my gracious king : 
And I do think, or else this brain of mine 
Hunts not the trail of policy so sure 
As it hath used to do, that I have found 
The very cause of Hamlet's lunacy. 

King. O, speak of that ; that do I long to hear, s 
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Pol. Give first admittance to the ambassadors ; 
My news shall be the fruit to that great feast. 

King. Thyself do grace to them, and bring 
them in. \Exit Pohnitis. 

He tells me, my dear Gertrude, he hath found 
The head and source of all your son's distemper. 

Queen. I doubt it is no other but the main ; 
His father's death, and our o'erhasty marriage. 

King. Well, we shall sift him. 

Re-enter Polonius, with Voltimand and 

CORNEUUS. 

Welcome, my good friends ! 
Say, Voltimand, what from our brother Norway ? 

Volt. Most fair return of greetings and desires. 6a 
Upon our first, he sent out to suppress 
His nephew's levies ; which to him appear'd 
To be a preparation 'gainst the Polack ; 
But, better look'd into, he truly found 
It was against your highness : whereat grieved. 
That so his sickness, age and impotence 
Was falsely bcvne in hand, sends out arrests 
On Fortinbras ; which he, in brief, obeys ; 
Receives rebuke from Norway, and in fine 
Makes tow before his uncle never more 70 

To give the assay of arms against your majesty. 
Whereon old Norway, overcome with joy. 
Gives him three thousand crowns in annual fee, 
And his commission to employ those soldiers. 
So levied as before, against the Polack : 
With an entreaty, herein further shown, 

[Giving a paper. 

j6. the main, the otmous 67. iomi in hand, beguiled. 
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That it might please you to give quiet pass 
Through your dominions for this enterprise, 
On such regards of safety and allowance 
As therein are set down. 

King. It likes us well ; sa 

And at our more consider'd time we '11 read, 
Answer, and think upon this business. 
Meantime we thank you for your well-took labour : 
Go to your rest ; at night we 'II feast together : 
Most welcome home ! 

\Exatnt Vottimand and Cornelius. 

Pol. This business is well ended. 

My liege, and madam, to expostulate 
What majesty should be, what duty is. 
Why day is day, night night, and time is time. 
Were nothing but to waste night, day and time. 
Therefore, since brevity is the soul of wit, 90 

And tediousness the limbs and outward flourishes, 
I will be brief: your noble son is mad: 
Mad call I it ; for, to define true madness, 
What is't but to be nothing else but madP 
But let that ga 

Queen. More matter, with less art 

Pol. Madam, I swear I use no art at alL 
That he is mad, 'tis true : 'lis true 'tis pity ; 
And pity 'tis 'tis true : a foolish figure ; 
But farewell it, for I will use no art 
Mad let us grant him then : and now remains 100 
That we find out the cause of this effect, 
Or rather say, the cause of this defect, 
For this efTect defective comes by cause : 
Thus it remains, and the remainder thus. 

79. regards of tafety and large. 
allmnxnci, safe and alkiwable S7. What m^ity ikmld it. 

conditions, how majesty ahouM be de. 

86. txpastulatt, iaacasi at fined. 
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Perpend. 

I have a daughter, — have white she is mine, — 
Who, in bet dut^ and obedience, mark. 
Hath given me this : now gather, and surmise. 

[Reads. 
'To the celestial and my soul's idol, the most 
beautified Ophelia,' — n 

That 's an ill phrase, a vile phrase ; ' beautified ' is 
a vile phrase : but you shall hear. Thus : [Reads. 
' In her excellent white bosom, these, etc.' 
Queen. Came this from Hamlet to her? 
FoL Good madam, stay awhile ; I will be 
faithful [Read!. 

' Doubt thou the stars are fire ; 

Doubt that the sun doth move ; 
Doubt truth to be a liar ; 
But never doubt I love, 
' O dear Ophelia, I am ill at these numbers ; I n 
have not art to reckon my groans : but that I love 
thee best, O most best, believe it. Adieu. 

'Thine evermore, most dear lady, whilst this 
machine is to him, Hamlet.' 
This, in obedience, hath my daughter shown me, 
And more above, hath his solicitings, 
As they fell out by time, by means and place. 
All given to mine ear. 

King. But how hath she 

Received his love ? 
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Pol. What do you think of me? 

King. As of a man faithful and honourable. 130 

Pol. I would ^n prove so. But what might 
you think, 
When I had seen this hot love on the wing — 
As I perceived it, I must tell you that, 
Before my daughter told me — what might you, 
Or my dear majesty your queen here, think. 
If I had play'd the desk or table-book, 
Or given my heart a winking, mute and dumb. 
Or look'd upon this love with idle sight ; 
What might you think ? No, I went round to work. 
And my young mistress thus I did bespeak : 140 

' Lord Hamlet is a prince, out of thy star ; 
Thb must not be : ' and then I prescripts gave her, 
That she should lock herself from his resort. 
Admit no messengers, receive no tokens. 
Which done, she took the fruits of my advice ; 
And he, repulsed, a short tale to make. 
Felt into a sadness, then into a fast. 
Thence to a watch, thence into a weakness. 
Thence to a lightness, and by this declension 
Into the madness wherein now he raves, .50 

And ail we mourn for. 

King. Do you think this? 

Quten. It may be, very like. 

Pol. Hath there been such a time, I'd fain 
know that. 
That I have positively said ' Tis so,' 
When it proved odierwise ? 

King. Not that I know, 

136. taiU-hooh, note. book. 141. 011/ of thy ilar. beyond 

' If I had silently noled Ihese thy sphere (a phrase likewise 

things,' aslroiogieal in origin). 

139. rvwui, diiectly. 149. Hghlntst, light-b«aded- 

140. baftai. address. ness. 
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Pd. \Pointing to his head and shou/der] Take 
this from this, if this be otherwise : 
If circumstances lead me, I vill find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the centre. 

JSng. How may we try it further ? 

Pt>i. You Icnow, sometimes he walks four hours 
together t«d 

Here in the lobby. 

Queen. So he does indeed. 

iW. At such a time I '11 loose my daughter to 
him: 
Be you and I behind an arras then ; 
Mark the encounter : if he love her not 
And be not from his reason fall'n thereon, 
Let me be no assistant for a state, 
But keep a farm and carters. 

Xing. We will try it 

Queen. But, look, where sadly the poor wretch 

comes reading. 
/W. Away, I do beseech you, both away : 
1 11 board him presently. 

[£xeun/ Xing, Queen, and Attendant. 

Mnter Haulet, reading. 

O, give me leave : 170 
How does my good Lord Hamlet ? 
Ham. Well, God-a-mercy. 
Pol. Do you know me, my lord ? 
Ham. Excellent well ; you are a fishmonger, 

159. ike cattTi, the earth'i T. i. agi. 

cetiln. 170. EnUr HamUt, rtading. 

160. fmir knurt ; so Qq Ff. In Qj this immediately precedes 
' For hoim ' is a natural emend- the soliloquy of iil. i. 
alion ; tmt 'tour' was used 174. afishmenger. Theterra 

bore tbe cant sense of 'a seller 
of woman's chastity.' 
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Pol. Not I, my lord 

Ham. Then I would you were so honest a man. 

Pol. Honest, my lord 1 

Ham. Ay, sir ; to be honest, as this world goes, 
is to be one man picked out of ten thousand. 

Pol. That 's very true, my lord. iSa 

Ham. For if the sun breed maggots in a dead 
dc^ being a good kissing carrion, — Have you a 
daughter ? 

Pol. I have, my lord. 

Ham. Let her not walk i' the sun : conception 
is a blessing - but not as your daughter may con- 
ceive. Friend, look to *t 

Pol. \Aside\ How say you by that? Still 
harping on my daughter : yet he knew me not at 
first ; be said I was a fishmonger : he is far gone : igs 
and truly in my youth I suffered much extremity 
for love ; very near this. 1 11 speak to him again. 
What do you read, my lord ? 

Ham. Words, words, words. 

Pd. What is the matter, my lord? 

Ham. Between who ? 

Pol. I mean, the matter that you read, my lord. 

Ham. Slanders, sir : for the satirical rogue 
says here that old men have grey beards, that 
their faces are wrinkled, their eyes purging thick »>□ 
amber and plum-tree gum, and that they have a 
plentiful lack of wit, together with most weak 
hams : all which, sir, though I most powerfully 
and potently believe, yet I hold it not honesty to 

iSa. a good kissing carrian, readingof Qq F(. Warburton's 

a carrion good i<x 'kissing.' fascinating conjecture: 'a god 

i.c. breediag abunda.nllf when kissing carrion,' has beenalmost 

' kissed ' by ttie sun. ' Ophelis universally adopted, and makes 

it likewise "a good kissing capital sense; but with all Its 

csmon " ; therefore let her not Deatness it is less pr^nBot than 

WaU in the sun.' This is tbe the (niginal Xvo. 
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have it thus set down, Tor younelf, sir, shall grow 
old as I am, if like a crab you could go backward. 

Pol. [Aside] Though this be madness, yet there 
b method in't, — Will you walk out of the air, 
my lord? 

Ham. Into my grave. >j 

Ptd. Indeed, that is out o' the air. \Aside\ 
How pregnant sometimes his replies are I a 
happiness that often madness hits on, which 
reason and sanity could not so prosperously be 
delivered of. I will leave him, and suddenly 
contrive the means of meeting between him and 
my daughter. — My honourable lord, I will most 
humbly take my leave of you. 

Ham. You cannot, sir, take from me any thing 
that I will more willingly part withal : except my 3-. 
life, except my life, except my life. 

Pol. Fare you well, my lord. 

Ham. These tedious old fools 1 

EnUr ROSBNCSANTZ and GmLDEKSTERN, 

Pol. You go to seek the Lord Hamlet; there 
he is. 

Ros. [To Po/em'us] God save you, sir ! 

[Ext/ Polonius. 

Guil, My honoured lord 1 

Ros. My most dear lord I 

Ham. My excellent good friends 1 How dost 
thou, Guildenstem? Ah, Rosencrantz! Good 
lads, how do ye both? s; 

Res. As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Guil. Happy, in that we are not over-happy j 
On Fortune's cap we are not the very button. 

Ham. Nor the soles of her shoe ? 

331. indifirttil, ordinaij. 
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Xm. Neither, my lord. 

Ifam. Then you live about tier wais^ or in the 
middle of her favours? 

Guil. 'Faith, her privates we. 

Ham. In the secret parts of Fortune ? O, most 
true ; she is a stguopM. What 's the news 7 ^ip 

Kos. None, my lord, but that the world's grown 
honest. 

Ham, Then is doomsday near : but your news 
is not true. Let me question more in particular : 
what have you, my good friends, deserved at the 
hand< of Fortune, that she sends you to prison 
hither ? 

Guil. Prison, my lord ! 

Ham. Denmark 's a prison. 

Jios. Then is the world one. sjo 

Ham. A goodly one ; in which there are many 
confines, wards and dungeons, Denmark being one 
o' the worst. 

Jios. We think not so, my lord. 

Ham, Why, then, tis none to you ; for there 
is nothing either good or bad, but thinking makes 
it so : to me it is a prison. 

Has. Why then, your ambition makes it one-; 
'tis too narrow for your mind. 

Ham. O God, I could be bounded in a nut- 160 
shell and count myself a king of infinite space, 
were it not that I have bad dreams. 

Guii. Which dreams indeed are ambition, for 
the very substance of the ambitious is merely the 
shadow of a dream. 

Ham. A dream itself is but a shadow. 

Jlos, Truly, and I hold ambition of so airy and 
light a quality that it is but a shadow's shadow. 

944-276. £(/■><... of/nulB'. 359. fim/CiMi, places of con- 
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Ilavi. Then are our be^ars bodies, and our 
monarchs and outstretched heroes the beggars' i^a 
shadovs. Shall we to the court ? for, by my fay, 
I cannot reason. 

^ y > We '11 wait upon you. 

Mam. No such matter: I will not sort you 
with the rest of ray servants, for, to speak to you 
like an honest man, I am most dreadfully attended. 
But, in the beaten way of friendship, what make 
you at Elsinore P 

Jios, To visit you, my lord ; no other occa- 
sion, 

Ham. Beggar that I am, I am even poor in *Ba 
thanks ; but I thank you : and sure, dear friends, 
my thanks are too dear a halfpenny. Were you 
not sent for? Is it your own inclining? Is it 
a free visitation ? Come, deal justly with me : 
come, come ; nay, speak. 

Guil What should we say, my lord f 

Ham. Why, any thing, but to the purpose. 
You were sent for; and there is a kind of con- 
fession in your looks which your modesties have 
not craft enough to colour : I know the good t^t 
king and queen have sent for you. 

Ros. To what end, my lord ? 

Ham. That you must teach me. But let roe 
conjure you, by the rights of our fellowship, by 
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the cgnsonaiLi^ of our youth, by the obligation of 
our ever-preserved love, and by what more dear 
a better proposer could charge you withal, be 
even and direct with me, whether you were sent 
for, or no ? 

Ros. [Aside to Guil] What say you ? ,0, 

^am. [Aside] Nay, then, I have an eye of 
you. — If yon love me, hold not off. 

Guil. My lord, we were sent for. 

Sam. I will tell you why ; so shall my anticipa- 
tion prevent your discovery, and your secrecy to 
the king and queen moult no feather. I have of 
late — but wherefore I know not — lost all my mirth, 
forgone all custom of exercises ; and indeed it 
goes so heavily with my disposition that this 
goodly frame, the earth, seems to me a sterile 310 
promontory, this most excellent canopy, the air, 
look you, this brave o'erhanging firmament, this 
majestical roof fretted with golden fire, why, it 
appears no other thing to me than a foul and 
pestilent congregation of vapours. What a piece 
of work is a man ! how noble in reason 1 how infi- 
nite in faculty ! in form and moving how express 
and admirable ! in action how like an angel ! 
in apprehension how like a god ! the beauty of 
the world ! the pa«gon of animals ! And yet, to 3» 
me, what is this quintessence of dust ? man delights 
not me : no, nor woman neither, though by your 
smiling you seem to say so. 

Jios. My lord, there was no such stuff in my 
thoughts. 

Ifam. Why did you laugh then, when I said 
' man delights not me ' 7 

Has. To think, my lord, if you delight not in 

agy. prapiiitr, ffleader. foreslall your disclosur 

305. pmtnl ysur diicmtry, 317. exfreis.' " ' 
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man, what lenten entertainment the players shall 
receive from you : we coted them on the way ; jy> 
and hither are they coming, to offer you service. 

Ham, He that playa the king shall be welcome ; 
his majesty shall have tribute of me ; the adven- 
turous knight shall use his foil and target; the 
lover shall not s^h gratis; the humorous man 
shall end his part in peace ; the clown shall make 
those laugh whose lungs are tickle o' the sere ; 
and the lady shall say her mind freely, or the 
blank verse shall halt for't. What players are 
they? 34, 

Roi, Even those you were wont to take delight 
in, the tragedians of the city. 

Ham. How chances it they travel? their resi- 
dence, both in reputation and profit, was better 
both ways. 

Ros. I think their inhibition comes by the 
means of the late innovation. 

Ham^ Do they hold the same estimation they 
did when I was in the city 7 are they so followed ? us 

Ros. No, indeed, are they not. 

Ham. How comes it ? do they grow rusty ? 

Ros. Nay, their endeavour keeps in the 
wonted pace : but there is, sir, an aery of children, 
little eyases, that cry out on the top of question, 

3ag. UnttH, meagre, like thtmtaru of Iht late innovation. 

Lenun bre. S« Introduclian. 

330. coUd, came ap wilh. 35'-379- "i"* c""' ilf... 

335- '^ kumoToui man, the lead too. Omitted in Qq. 

■ charaeier-pait.' 354. atry, ' nestfu).' brood 

336, 337. thtcUnBjt . , . the {properlj of joung hfln^), 
uri. Only found in Ff. 355. eyaiei, unfledged birds ; 

337. lieiUe tl /Me terc, ratdUj properlf. foang bawki talien 
proToked (o Un^ncr (propeily from (be nest. 

said of a mnikn in which tbe 355. cry oat en lla top 1^ 

'sere,' or trigger, was 'tickle' fu^iiltiw, dedaim will] their sbrill 

— easily moved). uet>le louder tbao tbe topic in 

346. ilmr iMiiUtiim etuui by band requires. 
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and are most tyrannically dapped for 't : these 
are now the fa^on, and so berattle tlie common 
stages — so they call them — that many wearing 
rapiers are afraid of goose-quills and dare scarce 
come thither. 360 

Ham. What, are they children? who main- 
tains 'em? how are they escoted? Will they 
pursue the quality no longer than they can sing ? 
will they not say afterwards, if they should grow 
themselves to common players— as it is most tike, 
if their means are no better — their writers do them 
wrong, to make them exclaim against theii own 
succession ? 

Ros. 'Faith, there has been much to do on 
both sides ; and the nation holds it no sin to tarre 370 
them to controversy: there was, for a while, no 
money bid for argument, unless the poet and the 
player went to cuffs in the question. 

Ham. Is 't possible? 

Guil. O, there has been much throwing about 
of bmins. 

Ham. Do the boys carry it away ? 

Ros. Ay, that they do, my lord ; Hercules and 
his load too. 

Ham. It is not very strange ; for my uncle is 380 
king of Denmark, and those that would make mows 
at him while my father lived, give twenty, forty, 
fifty, an hundred ducats apiece for his picture in 
little, 'Sblood, there is something in this more 
than natural, if philosophy could tind it out 

\Flourish of trumpets within. 
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sc. H Hamlet, Prince of Denmark 

Guil. There are the players. 

Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elsi- 
nore. Your hands, come then : the appurtenance 
of welcome is fashion and ceremony : let me 
comply with you in this garb, lest my extent to 390 
the players, which, I tell you, must show fairly 
outward, should more appear like entertainment 
than yours. You are welcome : but my uncle- ' 
father aoA aunt-mother are deceived. 

Guil In what, my dear lord? 

Ham. I am but mad north -north- west : when the 
wind is southerly I know a hawk from a handsaw.* 

He-enter Polonius. 

Pol. Well be with you, gentlemen ! 

Ham. Hark you, Guildenstem ; and you too : 
at each ear a hearer : that great baby you see 4» 
there is not yet out of his swaddling-clouts. 

Ros. Happily he's the second time come to 
them; for they say an old man is twice a 
child. 

Ham. I will prophesy he comes to tell me of 
the players ; mark it. You say right, sir : o' Mon- 
day morning ; 'twas so indeed. 

Pol. My lord, I have news to tell you. 

Ham. My lord, I have news to tell you. When 
Roscius was an actor in Rome, — tis 

Pol. The actors are come hither, my lord. 

Ham. Buz, buz ! 

Pol. Upon mine honour, — 

396. mad nertk 'north -wisl. a heron' — the birds flying wich 
just louchBl with madness. the wind, the falconer could, 

397. handsaw (heronihaw, without beii% dazzled by Ibe 
benuew), heron. The whole aun, follow their flight 
phrase is a proverb irom fal- 409. Happily, haply. 
corny: ' When the wind is Eroni 41a. £iit, jut; 'st^&ewil' 
the south I can tell a hawk from ' connu I ' 
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Ham. Then came each actor on his ass, — 

Pol. The best actors in the world, either for 
tragedy, comedy, histoiy, pastoral, pastoral- 
comical, historical -pastoral, tragical- historical, 
tragical-comical-historical-pastoral, scene Individ^ 
able, or poem unlimited : Seneca cannot be too 
heavy, nor Plautus too light. For the law of^n 
writ and the liberty, these are the only men. 

Hatn. O Jephthah, judge of Israel, what a 
treasure hadst thou I 

P^. What a treasure had he, my lord ? 

Ham. Why, 

' One fair daughter, and no more, 

The which he loved passing well' 

Pol. \Aside\ Still on my daughter. 

Ham. Am I not i' the right, old Jephthah ? 

Pol. If you call me Jephthah, my lord, I have 430 
a daughter that I love passing well. 

Ham. Nay, that follows not 

iW. What follows, then, my lord? 

Ham. Why, 

' As by lot, God wot,' 
and then, you know, 

* It came to pass, as most like it was,' — 
the first row of the pious chanson will show you 
more ; for look, where my abridgement comes. 

Enter four or fine Players. 
You are welcome, masters ; welcome, all. I am 44a 

41S. aene iitiividabU. or lion. 

feemt ttnlimitid; (probably) 4aa. Jtphlkak. At leul one 

playi in which the unity of ballad on the slory wa» in 

place is. or i« nol, observed. exisleoce. The lines quoted 

490. Ihi hat b/ vrril and Ike below are part of one stania. 

Jiitr^, the regular (or clauical) 438, rea, line, 

and the 'free' (romantic) 439. atridgtmtni. entertain- 

methods of diaroalic composi- menl, pastime. 
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glad to see thee well. Welcome, good friends. 
O, my old friend I thy face is yalan ced since I 
saw thee last : comest thou to beard me in Den- 
mark f What, my young lady and mistress I 
By'r lady, your ladyship is nearer to heaven 
than when I saw you last, by the altitude of a 
chopine Pray God, your voice, like a piece of 
'uhcurrent gold, be not cracked within the ring. 
Masters, you are all welcome. We'll e'en to't 
like French falconers, fly at any thing we see : 490 
we '11 have a speech straight : come, give us a 
taste of your quality ; come, a passionate speech. 

J>tnf Play. What speech, my good lord ? 

Ham. I heard thee speak me a speech once, 
but it was never acted ; or, if it was, not above 
once J for the play, I remember, pleased not the 
million ; 'twas cuLare to the general : but it was 
— as I received it, and others, whose judgements 
in such matters cried in the top of mine — an ex- 
cellent play, well digested in the scenes, set down 460 
with as much modesty as cunning. I remember, 
one said there were no sallets in the lines to make 
the matter savoury, nor no matter in the phrase 
that might indict the author of affection; but 
called it an honest method, as wholesome as 
sweet, and by very much more handsome than 
fine. One speech in it I chiefly loved : 'twas 
Eneas' tale to Dido ; and thereabout of it espe- 
cially, where he speaks of Priam's slaughter : if it 

449. valancid, fringed wilh a 46a. salUU (salads, savouiy 

beard. herbs), piquancies. 

447. (hotim, a hieh wooden , _ . _ . 

. " ' 464. {^tction, afltetation. 

Coins ceased to be current when 466. rmrt handsomt than 

so cracked. Hamlet is, of fine, latber intrin^cally beautiful 
course, addressing a boy. than sbowily adorned. 
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live in your memory, begin at this line : let me 470 

see, let me see ; 

'The nigged Pyrrhus, like th' Hyrcanian beast,' — 

it is not so : it begins with Pyrrhus : — 
'The ni^ed Pyrrhus, he whose sable arms, 
Black as his purpose, did the night resemble 
When he lay couched in the ominous horse, 
Hath now this dread and black complexion 

smear'd 
With heraldry more dismal ; head to foot 
Now is he total gules ; horridly trick'd 
With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, sons, ita 
Baked and impasted with the parching streets. 
That lend a tyrannous and a damned light 
To their lord's murder : roasted in wrath and 

fire. 
And thus o'er-sized with coagulate gore. 
With eyes like carbuncles, the hellish Pyrrhus 
Old grandsire Priam seeks.' 

So, proceed you. 

J't)!. 'Fore God, my lord, well spoken, with 

good accent and good discretion. 

J^irsi Play. 'Anon be finds him 

Striking too short at Greeks ; his antique sword, 49a 
Rebellious to bis arm, lies where it falls, 

47a. tic Hyrcanian beast. Ihe Scblegel, as a ddiberate atlcmpt 

tigeF. to distinguisb the language of 

474 f. This speech resembles '"^^ P'?'' .«*'!'''' "« V^V J^^ 

OIK in Marlowe's Dida Oaten "'* dignified poetry of the 

of Cartkag,. where '«neas P'^X "«"■ . There is m.le re- 

amiiarly relates W Dido (he ffn-l^™ 'n deta'l ; Ihe only 

skughler of Priam. But Ihe l'"" distmclly referred to are 

r«emblao« is hardly thai of j" '"« description of Py^hus 

parody. Shakespeare's speech last struEgle with Pr.a^ Priam 

is at once more bombastic and >"=^ '" E^^PP'^ *"•' l"" '■— 

more splendid than Marlowe's ^""^^^ j^^""'"^' *'"''™' ^ 

(if his it be), and the bombast And'wiih the ^dd whmof Ihe Idng 
may besi be explained, with fell don. 
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Repugnant to command: miequal match'd, 
Pyrrhus at Priam drives ; in rage strikes wide ; 
But with the whilT and wind of his fell sword 
The unnerved father falls. Then senseless 

Ilium, 
Seeming to feel this blow, with flaming top 
Stoops to his bas^ and with a hideous crash 
Takes prisooer Pyrrhus' ear : for, to ! his sword. 
Which was declining on the milky head yx 

Of reverend Priam, seem'd i' the air to stick : 
So, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrhus stood, 
And like a neutral to his will and matter, 
Did nothing. 

But, as we often see, against some storm, 
A silence in the heavens, the rack stand still. 
The bold winds speechless and the orb below 
As hush as death, anon the dreadful thunder 
Doth rend the region, so after Fynhus' pause 
Aroused vengeance sets him new a-work ; 51. 

And never did the Cyclops' hammers fall 
On Mars's armour forged for proof etenie 
With less remorse than Pyrrhus' bleeding sword 
Now falls on Priam. 

Out, out, thou strumpet, Fortune ! All you gods. 
In general synod, take away her power; 
Break all the spokes and fellies from her wheel. 
And bowl the round nave down the hill of 

heaven, 
As low as to ihe fiends ! ' 

Fol. This is too long. s« 

Ham. It shall to the barber's, with your beard. 
Prithee, say on : he 's for a jig or a tale of bawdry, 
or he sleeps : say on : come to Hecuba. 

495. Ilium, Priam's palace 509. the rtgitm, tbe sky. 
in Troy. 

506. rati, mass of clouds. 517. fiUiei, felloet. 
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First Play. ' But who, O, who had seen the 
mobled queen — ' 

Haitt. ' The mobled queen ? ' 

Poi. That 's good ; ' mobled queen ' is good. 

Pi'rst Play. ' Run barefoot up and down, 

threatening the flames 
With bisson rheum ; a clout upon that head 
Where late the diadem stood, and for a rabe, jy 
About her lank and all o'er-teemed loins, 
A blanket, in the alarm of fear caught up; 
Who this had seen, with tongue in venom 

steep'd, 
'Gainst Fortune's state would treason have pro- 
nounced : 
But if the gods themselves did see her then 
When she saw Pyrrhus make malicious sport 
In mincing with his sword her husband's limbs, 
The instant burst of clamour that she made. 
Unless things mortal move them not at all. 
Would have made milch the burning eyes of 

heaven, sv 

And passion in the gods.' 
Pbl. Look, whether he has not turned his 
colour and has tears in's eyes. Pray you, no 
more. 

Jfam. 'Tis well ; 1 11 have thee speak out the 
rest of this soon. Good my lord, will you see the 
players well bestowed? Do you hear, let them 
be well used ; for they are the abstract and brief 
chronicles of the time : after your death you were 
better have a bad epitaph than their ill report ss 
while you live. 

335. imtiUd, muffled. with child-bearing. 

5»9. iissm rktum. bUoding _ „;^j ^„_ 

tears. "^ 

531, iir-lamtd, wont out 548. Attract, epitomised. 
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Pel. My lord, I will use them accoiding to 
their desert 

Ham. God's bodykins, man, much better: 
use every man after his deseit, and who shall 
'scape whipping 7 Use them after your own 
honour and dignity ; the less they deserve, the 
more merit is in your bounty. Take them in. 

Pol. Come, sirs. 

Ham. Follow him, friends: we'll hear a play jso 
to-morrow, \Exit Polonius with all tht Players 
but the Pirsl.'] Dost thou hear me, old friend; 
can you play the Murder of Gonzago ? 

First Play. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. We '11 ha 't to-morrow night You 
could, for a need, study a speech of some dozen 
or sixteen lines, which 1 would set down and 
insert in 't, could you not ? 

Pint Play, Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Very well. Follow that lord ; and look ijo 
you mock him not, [Mxit First Player^ My 
good friends, I 'II leave you till night : you are 
welcome to Elsinore. 

Ros. Good my lord ! 

Ham. Ay, so, God be wi' ye; \Bxeunt 
Rosencrantz and Gtaldenstem] Now I am 

alone. 
0, what a rogue and peasant slave am I ! 
Is it not monstrous that this player here, 
But in a fiction, in a dream of passion. 
Could force his soul so to his own conceit 
That from her working all his visage wann'd, ste 

Tears in his eyes, distraction in 's aspect, 
A broken voice, and his whole function suiting 

566. a spiKh cf lome dnia foimd id Ihe speech of 
nr lixtetn linti. If anywhere, (iii. 2. a66f.). 
these lines an doaUless to be 579. tanctil, imB^nuioo. 
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With fonns to his conceit ? and all for nothing ' 

For Hecuba ! 

What 's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 

That he should weep for her? What would he do, 

Had he the motive and the cue for passion 

That I have? He would drown the stage with 

tears 
And cleave the general ear with horrid speech, 
Make mad the guilty and appal the free, 590 

Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed 
The very iaculties of eyes and ears. 
Yet I, 

A dull and muddy-metded rascal, peak, 
Like John-a-dreams, unpregnant of my cause. 
And can say nothing ; no, not for a king, 
Upon whose property and most dear life 
A damn'd defeat was made. Am I a coward ? 
Who calls me villain ? breaks my pate across ? 
Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face ? 600 
Tweaks me by the nose ? gives me the he i' the 

throat, 
As deep as to the lungs ? who does me this ? 
Ha! 

'Swounds, I should take it : for it cannot be 
But I am pigeon-liver'd and lack gall 
To make oppression bitter, or ere this 
I should have fatted all the region kites 
With this slave's oiTal ; bloody, bawdy villain ! 
Remorseless, treacherous, lecherous, Idndless villain ! 
O, vengeance ! 6ia 

Why, what an ass am 1 1 This is most brave, 
That I, the son of a dear father murder'd, 
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Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, 

Must, like a whore, unpack my heart with words, 

And fall a-cursing, like a very drab, 

A scullion I 

Fie upon t ! foh 1 About, my brain ! I have heaid 

That guilty creatures sitting at a play 

Have by ttie very cunning of the scene 

Been stnick so to the soul that fnresently «> 

They have proclaim'd their malefactions ; 

For murder, though it have no tongue, will speak 

With most miraculous Oipin. I '11 have these players 

Play something like the murder of my father 

Before mine uncle : I '11 observe his looks ; 

1 11 tent him to the quick : if he but blench, 

I know my course. The spirit that I have seen 

May be the devil : and the devil hath power 

To assume a pleasing shape ; yea, and perhaps 

Out of my weakness and my melancholy, 63 

As he b very potent with such spirits, 

Abuses me to damn me ; I '11 have grounds 

More relative than this : the play 's the thing 

Wherein 1 11 catch the conscience of the king. 

[Exit. 



SdNE I. A room in the castle. 
Enter KiKG, QuBEH, PoLONius, Ophelia, 

ROSENCRANTZ, and GUILDENSTERN. 

King. And can you, by no drift of circumstance, 

617. / kaat itani, etc See 1. dri/i tf tircumilaiia. a 

iDlrodnctioa. direct, roundaboat methodi. 

633. re/aHvt, definite. 
VOL. VIII 193 O 
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Get from him why he puts on this conJiision, 
Grating so harshly all his days of qoiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacy ? 

Jios. He doesconfess he feeb himself distracted; 
But from what cause he will by no means speak. 

Guii. Nor do we find him forwaid to be 
sounded, 
Bat, with a crafty madness, keeps aloo( 
When we would bring him on to some confession 
Of his tnic state. 

Queen. Did he receive you well ? » 

Sos. Most like a gentleman. 

Guil. But with much facing of his disposition. 

Ros. Niggard of question, but of our demands 
Most free in his reply. 

Queen. Did you assay him 

To any pastime 7 

Ros. Madam, it so fell out, that certain playets 
We o'er-raught on the way : of these we told him. 
And there did seem in him a kind of joy 
To hear of it : they are about the court. 
And, as I think, they have already order *> 

This night to play before him, 

Poi. Tis most true : 

And he beseech'd me to entreat your majesties 
To hear and see the matter. 

King. With all my heart; and it doth much 
content me 
To hear him so inclined. 
Good gentlemen, give him a further edge. 
And drive his purpose on to these delights. 

13. Niggurd of quaiion, elc. mighl well arouse, that the two 

Thli ^peaii lo inveit the actual friends from whose intimacy 

Qterview ; with Hamlet so much was 

nxioua to hoped were already olqects of 

an which his distrust. 
1 candour 17. iStr-rau^, ovenook. 
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Ros. We shall, my lord. 

[Exeunt Rostncrants and GuUdensttm. 

JSng. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too ; 

For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither, 
That he, as 'twere by accident, may here 
Affront Ophelia : 

Her father and myself, lawful espials, 
Will so bestow ourselves that, seeing, unseen, 
We may of their encounter frankly judge, 
And gather by him, as he is behaved, 
If 't be the affliction of his love or no 
That thus he suffers for. 

Quun. I shall obey you. 

And for your part, Ophelia, 1 do wish 
That your good beauties be the happy cause 
Of Hamlet's wildness : so shall I hope your 

virtues 
Will bring him to his wonted way again, 
To both your honours. 

Oph. Madam, I vrish it may. [Exit Queen. 

Pol. O^elia, walk you here. Gracious, so 
please you, 
We will bestow ourselves. [To OfheHa] Read 

on this book ; 
That show of such an exercise may colour 
Your loneliness. We are oft to blame in this, — 
'TIS too much proved — that with devotion's visage 
And pious action we do sugar o'er 
The devil himself. 

King. [Aside] O, 'tis too true ! 
How smart a lash that speech doth give my 

conscience ! . 

The harlot's cheek, beautied with plasterii^ art. 
Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it 
Than is my deed to my most painted word : 

31. Affront, encounter. 51. to. compared with. 

19s 
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O heavy buitben t 

Pol. I hear him coming: let's withdraw, my 
lord. \ExeittU King and PoUmiiu. 

Enter Hahlei. 
Ham. To be, or not to be : that is the questitm : 
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to sufier 
The slings and arrows of outrageous, fortune. 
Or to take aims against a sea of troubles. 
And by opposing end themf To die : to sleep ; e 
No more ; and by a steep to say we end 
The heart-ache and the thousand natural shocks 
That flesh is heir to, 'tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wish'd. To die, to sleep ; 
To sleep : perchance to dream : ay, there 's the 

nib; 
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come 
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil, 
Must give us pause : there 's the respect 
That makes calamity of so long life ; 
For who would bear the whips and scorns of time, 7 
The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's conrngidy. 
The pangs of despised love, the law's delay. 
The insolence of office and the spurns 
That patient merit of the unworthy takes, 

"56, To bt. or not to be. Thi p ^ian'i Historits (15^ 



urpotl of the queati 

expandei 
^petition in the neil lines. I 
I not, su has been suggested 
quivalent to : 'Is ibere a fdtun 
'EOT not?' 

f tmbla. ' To take ap arm; 
nd nuta upon (he waves oT (h( 



everal classical 

>lts. Shakespeare probabi] 
^ of it in Fleming' straulatiocf (joo. 
196 



Kx>k xii.. where 

Cbe; throtr 

wjxf floudes with Ihdr iwonlei 

Irawn in their hande . 

hakingtheir javelinesoslhougl 
of force and violenci 
nd the rough waves.' 
i, a. metaphor froa 



tUs mortal toil, 
tbi uiiDoil of inortalitj. 

'" reifat, the contidera 
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When be himself might his quietus make 

With a bare bodkin ? who would fardeb bear. 

To giunt and sweat undei a weary life. 

But that the dread of Eometbing aflei death, 

The undiscoTer'd counti; from whose bourn 

No traveller returns, puzzles the will fo 

And makes us rather bear those ills we have 

Than fly to others that we know not of? 

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all ; 

And thus the native hue of resolution 

Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought, 

And enterprises of great pitch and moment 

With this regard their currents, turn awry. 

And lose the name of action.-^oft you now I 

The fair Ophelia I Nymph, in thy orisons 

Be all my sins remembei'd. 

Oph. Good my lord, ^ 

How does your honour for this many a day ? 

Ham. I humbly thank you ; well, well, weU. 

Oph. My lord, I have remembrances of yours, 
That I have longed long to redeliver ; 
I pray you, now receive them. 

Ham. No, not I ; 

I never gave you ai^ht 

Oph. My bonour'd lord, you know right well 
you did ; 
And, with them, words of so sweet breath com- 
posed 
As made the things more rich : their perfume lost, 

75. quitha. qaitlaiice (Uw is not such a traveUer. 

term for the scKlemenl of a 83. ciaacitnct, speculative re- 
reckoning), fleiion. 

76. iart. mere. 86. />'fA(atennof falconry), 
ib. fardtls, burdms. height, imporunce. So Qq. 
Ea Nb tnmtlltr rttarns, le. Ff bavE ' pith,' an equallj good 

(as Coleridge said) ' to lus home reading. 

or abiding-place.' fbe Cbost 89. orisoni, prajvrs. 
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Take these again ; for to the noble mind im 

Rich gifts wax poor when girere prove unkind 
TherC) my lord. 

Ham. Ha, ha t are you honest ? 

Oph. My lord ? 

Ifam. Are you fair ? 

Oph. What means your lordship ? 

ITam. That if you be honest and fair, your 
honesty should admit no discourse to your beauty. 

Oph. Could beanty, my lord, have better 
commerce than with honesty ? n. 

Ham. Ay, truly ; for the power of beanty 
will sooner transform honesty from what it is to 
a bawd than the force of honesty can translate 
beauty into his likeness : this was sometime a. 
paradox, but now the time gives it proof. I did 
love you once. 

Oph. Indeed, my lord, you made me believe so. 

ffam. You should not have beUeved me ; for 
virtue cannot so inoculate our old stock but we 
shall relish of it ; I loved you not. h 

Oph. I was the more deceived. 

ffam. Get thee to a nunnery : why wouldst 
thou be a breeder of sinners P I am myself in- 
different honest; but yet I could accuse me of 
such things that it were better my mother had 
not borne me ; I am very proud, revengeful, am- 
bitious, with more offences at my beck than I 
have thoughts to put them in, imagination to give 
them shape, or time to act them in. What should 
such fellows as I do crawling between earth and n 
heaven ? We are arrant knaves, all ; believe 



with. Ofdielia understands : 193. indi^atl, vAoiUtj. 
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none of us. Go thy ways to a nunncTy. Where 't 
your father ? 

Oph. At home, my lord. 

Ham. \jX the doors be ^ut upon him, that 
he may play the fool no where but in's own 
house. Farewell, 

Oph. O, help him, you sweet heavens t 

Ham. If thou dost many, I '11 give thee this 
plague for thy dowry : be thou as chaste as ice, no 
as pure as snow, thou shalt not escape calumny. 
Get thee to a nunnery, go : fareweU. Or, if thou 
wilt needs marry, many a fool; for wise men 
know well enough what monsters you make of 
them. To a nunnery, go, and quickly toa 
Farewell. 

Oph. O heavenly powers, restore him ! 

Ham. I have heard of your paintings too, 
well enough; God has given you one face, and 
you make yourselves another : you jig, you ijs 
amble, and you lisp, and nick-name God's crea- 
tures, and make your wantonness your ignorance. 
Go to, I '11 no more on 't ; it hath made me mad. 
I say, we will have no more maniages : those 
that are married already, all but one, shall live ; 
the rest shall keep as they are. To a nunnery, 
go. \Exii. 

Oph, O, what a noble mind is here o'eithrown I 
The courtier's, soldier's, scholar's eye, tongue, 

sword ; 
The expectancy and rose of the fair state, i&> 

The glass of fashion and the mould of form. 
The observed of all observers, quite, quite down I 

153. make yaur aan/antuis i6a. Tit tistrvtd ef all 

your ignorance, give an air of o^Mrwrj, the object of ail men's 
childlike innocence to your im- courtly di ' 
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And I, of ladies roost deject and wretched, 
That suck'd the honey of his music vows. 
Now see that noble and moat sovereign reason. 
Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and harsh ; 
That unmatch'd form and feature of blown youth 
Blasted with ecstasy : O, woe is me, 
To have seen whM I have seen, see what I see ! 

Rt-enter King and Folonius. 

King. Love 1 his affections do not that way tend ; 170 
Not what he spake, thoi^h it lack'd form a little, 
Was not like madness. There 's something in his 

soul, 
Cet which his melancholy sits on brood ; 
And I do doubt the hatch and the disclose 
Will be some danger : which for to prevent, 
I have in quick determination 
Thus set it down : he shall with speed to England, 
For the demand of our neglected tribute : 
Haply the seas and countries different 
With variable objects shall espel iSs 

This something-settled matter in his heart, 
Whereon his brains still beating puts him thus 
From fashion of himself. What think you on 't ? 

Pol. It shall do well : but yet do 1 believe 
The origin and commencement of his grief 
Sprung from n^tected love. How now, Ophelia I 
Vou need not tell us what Lord Hamlet said ; 
We heard it all. My lord, do as you please ; 
But, if you hold it fit, after the play 
Let his queen mother all alone entreat him iga 

To show his grief: let her be round with him; 
And I 'U be placed, so please you, in the ear 
Of all their conference. If she find him not, 

iSo. variaiU. various. 

183. Frotttfathioa tfhimu^, from bii usual demeanour. 
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To England send him, oi confine him where 
Your wisdom best shall think. 

King. It shall be so : 

s in great ones must not unwatch'd ga 

{Exeunt. 



Scene II. A haQ in the castle. 

Enter Haulet and Players. 

ffam. Speak the speech, I pray you, as I 
pronounced it to you, trippingly on the tongue : 
but if you mouth it, as many of your players do, 
I had as lief the town-^er spoke my Unes. Nor 
do not /saw the air too much with your hand, 
thus, but use all gently ; for in the very torrent, 
tempest, and, as I may say, the whiriwind of 
passion, you must acquire and b^;et a temper- 
ance that may give it smoothness. O, it offends 
me to the soul to bear a robustious periwig-pated » 
fellow tear a passion to tatters,, to very rags, to 
split the ears of the groundlii^^ who for the most 
part are capable of nothing but inexplicable 
dumb-shows and noise : I would have such a 
fellow whipped for o'erdoing Teraiagajit; it out- 
herods Herod : pray you, avoidlt. 

First Piay. I warrant your honour. 

Hatn. Be not too tame neither, but let your 
own discretion be your tutor : suit the action to the 
word, the word to the action; with this special » 
observance, that you o'erstep not the modesty of 
nature : for any thing so overdone is from the 

I a ftriwig • paltd. Wigs rreqnentljr figured in llie 
were worn by actors. Myslerlea, and was plaTed, like 

13. uuxpUeaiit, meaningless. Herod, another tjrpical pagan. 

15. Ttrmagant, a supposed wilb boisterout and noisjr ranL 
god of die Saracens, who aa. from, cootraiy to. 
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purpose of playing, whose end, both at the first 
and now, was and is, to hold, as 'twere, the mirroT 
up to nature; to show virtue her own feature, 
scorn her own image, and the very age and body 
of the time his form and pressure. Now this 
overdone, or come tardy off, ^though it make the 
unskilful laugh, cannot but make the judicious 
grieve ; the censure of the which one must in 30 
your allowance o'erweigh a whole theatre of 
others. O, there be players that I have seen 
play, and heard others praise, and that highly, 
not to speak it profanely, that neither having the 
accent of Christians nor the gait of Christian, 
pagan, nor man, have so strutted and bellowed 
that I have thought some of nature's journeymen 
had made men and not made them well, they 
imitated humanity so abominably. 

First Play. I hope we have refwmed that in- ft. 
differently with us, sir. 

Ham. O, reform it altt^ether. And let those 
that play your clowns speak no more than is set 
down for them; for there be of them that will 
themselves laugh, to set on some quantity of 
barren spectators to laugh too ; though, in the 
mean time, some necessary question of the play 
be then to be considered : that 's villanous, and 
shows a most pitiful ambition in the fool that 
uses it. Go, make you ready. \Exeunt Flayers, so 

=7- fTcssure, impression. eharacler of the Eliiabelhan 

sB, comi tardy off, feebly clowni. Like the previous 

executed. passage it is printed as verse, 

3t. allffioance. Judgment. but was clearly written as prose : 

39, aiemiaaify ; the word 'And then you have some 

was currently derived from ' ab ^ain, that keeps one suit | of 

tunuine ' ; hence the point of its jests, as a man is known by One 

use here. suit of [ apparell, and genllemea 

5a Q] contains the follow- quotes his jests down | in their 

ing impOTtanl additions to tbis tables, befco^ they come to the 
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Enter PoLOHius, RosEKCRAHT^ and Guildsx- 

STERN. 

How now, tnj lord ! will the king hear this piece 
of work ? 

P0I. And the queen too, and that presently. 

Ham. Bid the players make haste, [Exit 
PoloniusJ] Will you two help to hasten them? 

r il f ^^ "*"' ^ '°"^ 

[Exeunt Rosencrantz and Gutldenstem. 
Ham. What ho ! Horatio ! 

Enter Horatio. 

Hor. Here, sweet lord, at your service. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art e'en as just a roan 
As e'er my conversation coped withal. i 

Hor. O, my dear lord, — 

Ham. Nay, do not think I Batter ; 

For what advancement may I hope from thee 
That no revenue hast but thy good spirits. 
To feed and clothe thee ? Why should the poor 

be flatter'd ? 
No, let the candied tongue lick ibsurd pomp, 
And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee 
Where thrift may follow fawning. Dost thou hear? 
Since my dear soul was mistress of her choice 
And could of men distinguish, her election 

pla^, as (bus : I " Caanot you 

jlay till I eat my ponidge?" 

and "You owe me | a quarter's baie ; | Masleis, lell him of it' 

urages ' ' ; and ' ' My coat wants 60. ' As I ever bad inter- 

0. cniUison " ; | and " Voor beer couise trilh.' 

issour" ; and blabbering with 65. eoWie/ i.e. 'boniTtd,' 

his lips, I and thus keeping in bis hypocritical. 

dnque-pace of jests, { when God 66. pngnaitt, prompt, fadle. 

knows the warm clown cannot 67, tiri/t, pro^t. 
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Hath seal'd thee for herself; for thou hast been j 
As one, in suffering all, that sufTers nothing, 
A man that fortune's buffets and rewards 
Hast ta'en with equal thanks : and blest are those 
Whose blood and judgement are so welt commingled, 
That they are not a pipe for fortune's finger 
To sound what stop she please. Give nte that man 
■ That is not passion's slave, and I will wear him 
In my heart's core, ay, in my heart of heart, 
As I do thee. — Something too much of this. — 
There is a play to-night before the Icing ; t 

One scene of it comes near the circumstance 
Which I have told thee of my father's death ; 
I prithee, when thou seest that act afoot. 
Even with the very comment of thy soul 
Observe my uncle : if his occulted guilt 
Do not itself unkennel in one speech. 
It is a damned ghost that we have seen, 
And my imaginations are as foul 
As Vulcan's stithy. Give him heedful note ; 
For I mine eyes will rivet to his face, . 

And after we will both our judgements join 
In censure of his seeming. 

.ffor. Well, my lord ; 

If he steal aught the whilst this play is playing. 
And 'scape detecting, I will pay the tb^ 

Ifam. They are coming to the play ; I must be 
idle: 
Get you a place. 

Dam'sh march. A flourish. Enter King, Quezn, 
PoLONius, Ophelia, Roszncrantz, Guild- 
r, and others. 



King. How fares our cousin Hamlet ? 
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ffam. Excellent, ■' faith; of the chameleon's 
dish : I eat the air, promise-crammed : you can- 
not feed capons so. loo 

King. I have nothing with this answer, Hamlet ; 
these words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now. \^To Poianius] My 
lord, you played once i' the university, you say ? 

Poi. That did I, my lord j and was accounted 
a good actor. 

Ham. What did you enact ? 

Pol. I did enact Julius Caesar: I was killed 
i' the Capitol ; Brutus killed me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill so no 
capital a calf there. Be the players ready ? 

Mos. Ay, my lord ; they stay upon your pa- 
tience. 

Queen. Come hither, my dear Hamlet, sit by 
me. 

Ham. No, good mother, here's metal more 
attractive. 

Pol. {To the ISng] 0, ho! do you mark that? 

Ham. Lady, shall I lie in your lap ? 

\Lying down at Ophelia's fiei. 

Opk. No, my lord. >» 

Ham. I mean, my head upon your lap P 

Oph. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Do you think I meant country naatters ? 

Opk. I think nothing, my lord. 

Ham. That's a fair thought to lie between 
maids' legs. 

Oph. What is, my lord ? 

Ham. Nothing. 

98. Ike ciameleon's diih, i.e. erroneotu tradition then be- 

Bir ; cm which the chameleon longed to (he popular legend 

was said to live. of Ceesar's death, and bad been 

adopted by Shakespeare binitelf 

109. i tht Ci^el. Tti& in Julius Casar. 
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Oph. Vou are meny, my loid 

Ham. Who, I ? .y> 

Oph. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. O God, your only jig- maker. What 
should a man do but be meny? for, look you, 
how cheerfully my mother looks, and my lather 
died within these two hours. ■ 

Oph. Nay, 'tis twice two months, my lord. 

Ham. So long? Nay then, let the devil wear 
black, for I '11 have a suit of sables. O heavens ! 
die two months ago, and not forgotten yet? 
Then there 's hope a great man's memory may 140 
outlive his life half a year: but, by'r lady, he 
must build churches, then ; or else shall he sufier 
not thinking on, with the hobby-horse, whose 
epitaph is 'For, O, for, O, the hobby-horse is 
foi^L' 

Hautboys play. The dumli-shaw enters. 

Enter a King and a Queen very lovingly ; the 
Queen embracing him, and he her. She 
kneels, and makes show of protestation unto 
him. He takes her up, and declines his head 

138. a mil (f lailli. a suit literally reheaxdlig it as here, 

trimined with sable. Such suits In thus as it were doubling bis 

were often of bright - coloured 'mouse-trap,' Hamlet may have 

(scarlet or saflron) cloth, aod thou|ht that he doubled hi* 

thence not accouoted mourning, cbanceofotcbingthecimsdence 

144. ■/■ar, 0,/<w, O.'etc, the of the king. It is no doubt 
burden of a popular song. surprising that the king does 

145. TAt dami-iimo enleri, not already rise and break ofl 
The dumb-show was a relic of the play, or that, after being 
the Moralities, introduced in thus warned, so consummate an 
several of the earlier court actor cannot control himself at 
dramai, and hence in keeping the crucial moment. He mint, 
with the play it ushers in. doubtless, be supposed to blench. 
Commonly, however, it merely and Hamlets ' miching msl- 
(ai in Gwiaduc) symbolised the lecho ' sounds the first not« of 
txnning action, instead of guarded trimnpli. 
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uftffi her neck ; lays him down upon a bank of 
flowers : she, seeing him asleep, leaves him. 
Anon tomes in a fellorui, takes off his crown, 
kisses it, and pours poison in the King's ears, 
and exit. Tht Queen returns; finds the 
King dead, and makes passionate action. • The 
Poisoner, with some two or three Mutes, 
comes in again, seeming to lament with her. 
The dead body is carried away. The Poisoner 
wooes the Queen with gifts: she seems loath 
and unwilling awhile, hut in the end accepts 
his love. {Exeunt. 

Opk. What means this, my lord ? 

Sam. Many, this is miching mallecho; it 
means mischieC 

Oph. Belilu this show imports the argument 
of the play. is< 

Enter Prologue. 

Ham, We shall know by this fellow : the 
players cannot keep counsel ; they '11 tell aU. 

Oph. Will he tdl us what this show meant ? 

Ham. Ay, or any show that you '11 show him : 
be not you ashamed to show, be '11 not shame to 
tell you what it means. 

Opk. You are naught, you are nat^;ht : 1 11 
marie the play. 

Pro. For us, and for our tragedy, 

Here stooping to your clemency, it. 

We b^ your hearing patiently. [Exit. 

Ham. Is this a prologue, or the posy of a rii^? 

Oph. 'Tis brie^ my lord. 

Ham. As woman's love. 

147, stuhirtg mallecAo, skulking nxiscbieC 
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Enter two Players, King and Queen. 
P. King. Full thirty times hath Phoebus' cart 

gone round 
Neptune's salt wash and Tellus' orbed ground, 
And thirty dozen moons with borrow'd sheen 
About the world have times twelve thirties been 
Since love our hearts and Hymen did our hands 
Unite commutual in most sacred bands. ij 

P. Queen. So many journeys may the sun 

and moon 
Make us again count o'er ere love be done ! 
But, woe is me, you are so sick of late, 
So far from cheer and from your former state. 
That I distrust you. Yet, though I distrust. 
Discomfort you, my lord, it nothing must : 
For women's fear and love holds quantity. 
In neither aught, or in extremity. 
Now, what my love is, proof hath made you 

know; 
And as my love is sized, my fear is so : i! 

Where love is great, the littlest doubts are fear ; 
Where little fears grow great, great love grows 

there. 
P. King. "Faith, I must leave thee, love, and 

shortly too ; 
My operant powers their functions leave to do : 
And thou shalt live in this fair world behind, 
Honour'd, beloved ; and haply one as kind 
For husband shalt thou — 

P. Queen. O, confound the rest ! 

165. corf, ehariol. Ff. Qq have for this sLng 

175. dislrvilyau, fear for you. lin^ '■ — 

177. holds quantity, keeplheir ''" T™"f '"' '"■ '°'*''i *"" ' 

relative proportion, vaiy lo- Aod*™!!™^ Tar *Dd kxe hal< 
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Such lore must needs be treason in my breast : 
In second husband let roe be accurst ! 
None wed the second but who kill'd the first t< 
Ham. [Aside] Wonnwood, wormwood. 

P. Queen. The instances that second marriage 
move 
Are base req)ects of thrift, but none of love : 
A second time I kill my husband dead. 
When second husband kisses me in bed. 

P. King. I do believe you think what now 
you speak; 
But what we do deteimine oft we break. 
Purpose is but the slave to memory, 
Of violent birth, but poor validity : 
Which now, like fruit unripe, sticks on the tree ; k 
But fall, unshaken, when they mellow be 
Most necessary 'tis that we forget 
To pay ourselves what to ourselves is debt : 
What to ourselves in passion we propose, 
The passion ending, doth the purpose lose. 
The violence of either grief or joy 
Their own enactures with themselves destroy : 
Where joy most revels, grief doth most lament ; 
Grief joys, joy grieves, on slender accident. 
This world is not for aye, nor 'tis not strange si 
That even our loves should with our fortunes 

change ; 
For 'tis a question left us yet to prove, 
Whether love lead fortune, or else fortune love. 
The great man down, you mark his favourite 

flies; 
The poor advanced make friends of enemies. 
And hitherto doth love on fortune tend ; 
For who not needs shall never lack a friend, 

199. iiulaiua, motives. aidenlioiu 0] 

193. raptcti ^ IMrifi, con- 
VOL. VIII ai 
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And who in want a hollow friend doth tr^, 

Directly seasons him hia enemy. 

But, orderly to end where I begun, ,m 

Our wilb and fates do so contrdiy run 

That our devices still are overthrown ; 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own : 

So think thou wilt no second husband wed ; 

But die thy thoughts when thy first lord is dead. 

Z". Queen. Nor earth to me give food, nor 
heaven light ! 
Sport and repose lock from me day and night ! 
To desperation turn my trust and hope I 
An anchor's cheer in prison be my scope ) 
Each opposite that blanks the face of joy ija 

Meet what I would have well and it destroy ! 
Both here and hence pursue me lasting strife, 
I^ once a widow, ever I be wife I 
Mam. If she should break it now ! 

P. King. Tis deeply sworn. Sweet, leave me 
here awhile ; 
My spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 
The tedious day with sleep. \Skeps. 

P. Qveen. Sleep rock thy brain ; 

And never come mischance between us twain t 
{Exit 
Ham. Madam, how like you this play ? 
Queen. The lady doth protest too much, methinks. mo 
Ifam. O, but shell keep her word. 
King. Have you heard the atgument? Is 
there no offence in 't ? 

Jfam. No, no, they do but jest, poison in jest ; 
no offence i' the world. 

King. What do you call the play ? 

Ifam. The Mouse-tiap. Marry, how ! Tropic- 

>30. oppstite, rebuff, adver- 
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ally. This play is the image of a murder done 
in Vienna: Gonzago is the duke's name; his 
wife, Baptista : you shall see anon ; 'tis a knavish 95a 
piece of work: but what o' that? your majesty 
and we that have free souls, it touches us not : let 
the galled jade wince, our withers are unwning. 

Enter Lucianus, 
This is one Lucianus, nephew to the king. 

Oph. You are as good as a chorus, my lord. 

ffatn. I could interpret between you and your 
love, if I could see the puppets daUying. 

Oph. You are keen, my lord, you are keen. 

Ham. It would cost you a groaning to take 
off my edge. >6d 

Oph. Still better, and worse 

Ham. So you must take your husbands. Be- 
gin, murderer; pox, leave thy damnable faces, 
and begin. Come: 'the croaking raven doth 
bellow for revenge.' 

£m£. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and 
time agreeing; 

Confederate season, else no creature seeing ; 

Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds collected, 

With Hecate's ban thrice blasted, thrice infected. 

Thy natural magic and dire property, 17a 

On wholesome life usurp immediately. 

[Pours the poison into tke sleepet's ears. 

049. Gantaga it lie dtiiii Ilal3' to women. 
ntnu. Oomago wai the bmilf 955. ehoms, interpreter of 

name of the dukes of Mantua, the plot. 
There are teveral slight indica- 357. Ihi ptifftit ,- canyiDgon 

lions of Sbaketpeare's acquaint- the nolion of a dumb-show, in 

ance with Manloan aflain (cf. which Ophelia and her lover 

Sanazin, J.B. ixi». in. 949 1). would be represented. 

349. his teifi, Baftiila. aba. So yov muit lait your 

Though propeil3' masculine, JaiAands, I.e. <for beltei and 
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ffam. He poisons him i' the garden for's 
estate. His name 's Gonzago : the story is eittant, 
and writ in choice Italian : you shall see anon 
how the murderer gets the love of Gronzago's wife. 
Oph. The king rises. 
ffam. What, frighted with false fire I 
Queen. How fares my lord ? 
FoL Give o'er the play. 

King. Give me some light : away I aSa 

Ali. Lights, lights, lights 1 

{Exeunt all but Hamlet and fforatia. 
Ham. Why, let the stricken deer go weep. 
The hart ungalled play ; 
For some must watch, while some must sleep ; 
So runs the world away. 
Would not this, sir, and a forest of feathers — if 
the rest of my fortunes turn Turk with me — with 
two Provincial roses on my razed shoes, get me a 
fellowship in a cry of players, sir? 

Hot. Half a share ,,» 

Ham. A whole on^ I. 

For thou dost know, O Damqo dear, 

This realm dismantled was 
Of Jove himself; and now r^gns here 
A very, very — pajock. 
Hot. You might have rhymed, 
Hafn. O good Horatio, I 'il take the ghost's 
word for a thousand pound. Didst perceive? 

987. tura Turk, dunge for primaril; of a pack of houDds, 

theworse; ' go to the bad. ' then of a troupe of players). 

288. iVlwimio/ rDj«, rosettes 395. /o/«i, peaeoct Irving's 

i«Mmbliag the damaslc rose, by-play at this point inajr be 

called ■ proviacialis ' (from recalled. Hamlet's eye falls as 

Provins, near Paris). ^ speaks upon Ophelia's &n of 

a88. roitd, slashed, f T ^_ ^„. ,„ . , , 

he has been tnning : ' Pajock, 

aZq./tlb>wshif. partnerBhip. ^ cHes. as if by a midden 

ib. cry, company (said inipiratitai, and tosiei 1[ away. 
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Hot. Very well, my lord. 

Ham. Upon the talk of the poisoning? v 

Hot. I did very well note him. 
Ham. Ah, hal Come, some music! come, 
the recorders I 

For if the Icing like not the comedy, 
Why then, belike, he likes it not, perdy. 
Come, sorae music ! 

Re-enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 

Guii. Good my lord, vouchsafe me a' woid 
with you. 

Ham. Sir, a whole histoiy. 

Gml. The king, sir, — ji 

Ham. Ay, sir, what of him ? 

Gml. Is in his retirement marvellous distem- 
pered. 

Ham. With drink, sir? 

Guil. No, my lord, rather with choler. 

Ham. Your wisdom should show itself more 
richer to signify this to his doctor ; for, for me to 
put him to his purgation would perhaps plunge 
him into fer more choler. 

Guil. Good my lord, put your discourse into 3< 
some frame and start not so wildly from my affair. 

Ham. I am tame, sir : pronounce. 

Guil. The queen, your mother, in most great 
affliction of spirit, hath sent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

Guil. Nay, good my lord, this courtesy is not 
of the right breed. If it shall please you to make 
me a wholesome answer, I will do your mother's 
commandment : if not, your pardon and my return 
shall be the end of my business. 3; 
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Ham. Sir, I cannot. 

Guil. What, my lord ? 

Ham. Make you a wholesome answer ; my 
wit's diseased: but, sir, such answer as I can 
make, you shall command ; or, rather, as you say, 
my mother : therefore no more, but to the matter r 
my mother, you say, — 

Ros. Then thus she says ; your behaviour hath 
struck her into amazement and admiration. 

Ham. wonderful son, that can so astonish 34° 
a mother 1 But is there no sequel at the heels of 
this mother's admiration ? Impart 

Ros. She desires to speak with you in her 
closet, ere you go to bed. 

Ham. We shall obey, were she ten times our 
mother. Have you any fiirther trade with us ? 

Ros. My lord, you once did love me. 

Ham. So I do still, by these pickers and 
stealers. 

Ros. Good my lord, what is your cause of 350 
distemper? you do, surely, bar the door upon 
your own liberty, if you deny your griefs to your 
friend. 

Ham. Sir, I lack advancement 

Ros. How can that be, when you have the 
voice of the king himself for your succession in 
Denmark ? 

Ham. Ay, sir, but, 'While the grass grows,' — 
the proverb is something musty. 

Re-enter Players with recorders. 
O, the recorders 1 let me see one. To withdraw j6s 
with you : — why do you go about to recover the 
wind of me, as if you would drive me into a toil ? 

339. admiration, wonder. 348. thtii picitrs and sliaUrs, 

these hands. 
346. trade, biuinas. 36a, toil. net. 
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Guil. O, my lord, if my duty be too bold, my 
love is too unmannerly. 

Ifam. I do not well understand that. Will 
you play upon this pipe ? 

Guii. Mf lord, I cannot 

^am. I pray you. 

GuU. Believe me, I cannot. 

ffam. I do beseech you. 370 

Gml I know no touch of it, my lord. 

^am. Tis as easy as lying : govern these 
ventages with your fingers and thumb, give it 
breath with your mouth, and it will discourse 
most eloquent music Look you, these are the 
stops. 

Gut/. But these cannot I command to any 
utterance of harmony ; I have not the skill. 

Ifam. Why, look you now, how unworthy a 
thing you make of me ! You would play upon js<> 
me ; you would seem to know my stops ; you 
would pluck out the heart of my mystery; you 
would sound me from my lowest note to the top 
of my compass : and there is much music, excel- 
lent voice, in this little organ; yet cannot you 
make it speak, 'Sblood, do you think I am easier 
to be played on than a pipe 7 Call me what instru- \ 
ment you will, though you can fret me, yet you ' 
cannot play upon me. 

Re-enter Polonios. 
God bless you, sir ! ^v 

Pol. My lord, the queen would speak with 
you, and presently. 

363, 364. An incoheieni' fv^ compalible with his Iotc. 
apolc^ to (he efiect that his iin- 388. fret, annoy ; wjtb an 

mannerly boldness is prompted allusion to the musical sense of 

br hil scDte of dntj. and tliere- a ' stop.' 
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Ham. Do you see yonder cloud that 's almost 
in shape of a camel ? 

Pol. By the mass, and 'tis Uke a camel, indeed. 

Ham. Methin^ it is like a weasel 

Pol. It is backed like a weasel. 

Ham. Or like a whale P 

Pol. Very like a whale. 

Ham. Then I will come to my mother by and m 
by. They fool me to the top of my bent I will 
come by and by. 

l^fl, I will say so. 

Ham. By and by is easily said. \Exii Poio- 
fff'tff.] Leave me, friends. 

\Exeunt all but Hamlet. 
Tis now the very witching time of night, 
When churchyards yawn, and hell itself tveathes oat 
Cont^on to this world : now could I drink hot 

blood. 
And do such bitter business as the day 
Would quake to look on. Soft ! now to my mother, m 

heart, lose not thy nature ; let not ever 
The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom : 
Let me be cruel, not unnatural ; 

1 will speak daggers to her, but use none ; 
My tongue and soul in this be hypocrites ; 
How in my words soever she be shent, 

To give them seals never, my soul, consent ! 

[Exit. 



Scene III. A room in the castle. 
Enter King, Rosencrantz, and Guildensteen. 
King. I like him not,*no'f stands it safe with us 
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To let his madness range. Therefore prepare you ; 
I your commission will forthwith dispatch, 
And he to England shall along with you : 
The terms of our estate may not endure 
Hazard so near us as doth hourly gtow 
Out of his lunacies. 

Guil. We will ourselves provide : 

Most holy and religious fear it is 
To keep those many many Ixtdies safe 
That live and feed upon your majesty. , 

Ros. The single and peculiar Hfe is bound 
With all the strength and armour of the mind 
To keep itself from noyance ; but much more 
That spirit upon whose weal depend and rest 
The lives of many. The cease of majesty 
Dies not alone ; but, like a gul^ doth draw 
What 's near it with it : it is a massy wheel, 
Fix'd on the summit of the highest mount, 
To whose huge spokes ten thousand lesser things 
Are mortised and adjoin'd ; which, when it &lls, , 
Each small annexment, petty consequence. 
Attends the boisterous ruin. Never alone 
Did the kii^ sigh, but with a general groan. 

King. Arm you, I pray you, to this speedy 
voyage ; 
For we will fetters put upon this fear, 
Which now goes too free-footed. 

^^ I We will haste us. 

\Exeunt Rosenerants and Guildenstem. 

Enter Polonius. 

/W. My lord, he 's going to his mother's closet ; 
Behind the arras I '11 convey myself 

30. titorHitd, jaioed with a. morlise, ' dove-tailed. ' 
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To heat the process ; 1 11 waitant she 11 tax him 

home: 
And, as you said, and wisely was it said, y> 

Tis meet that some more audience than a mother, 
Since nature makes them partial, should o'erhear 
The speech, of vantage. Fare you well, my liege : 
I '11 call upon you ere you go to bed, 
And tell you what I know. 

Xing. Thanks, dear my lord. 

[£xii Polonius. 
O, my offence is rank, it smells to heaven ; 
It bath the primal eldest curse upon 't, 
A brother's murder. Pray can I not, 
Though inclination be as sharp as will : 
My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent ; 4a 

And, like a man to double business bound, 
I stand in pause where I shall first begin. 
And both neglect What if this cursed hand 
Were thicker than itself with brother's blood, 
Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens 
To wash it white as snow ? Whereto serves mercy 
But to confront the visage of offence ? 
And what 's in prayer but this two-fold force, 
To be forestalled ere we come to fall. 
Or pardon'd beii^ down ? Then 1 11 look up ; 50 
My fault is past. But, O, what form of prayer . 
Can serve my turn? 'Foipve me my foul murder'? 
That cannot be ; since I am still possess'd 
Of those effects for which I did the murder. 
My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen. 
May one be pardon'd and retain the offence ? 
In the corrupted currents of this world 
Offence's gilded hand may shove by justice, 

30. di you said. Polonios king, 
aglulely (or ablivioiuly) altri- 33. ^ vaittagt, from a pcnnt 

bulcs bis mm suggesliDii to Uk of vantagE. 
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And oft 'tis seen the wicked prize itself 

Buys out the la.w : but 'tis not so above ; t 

There is no shuffling, there the action lies 

In his true nature ; and we ourselves compell'd, 

Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults, 

To give in evidence. What then ? what rests ? 

Try what repentance can : what can it notP 

Yet what can it when one can not repent ? 

O wretched state t O bosom ^lack as death I 

O limed soul, that, struggling to be free, 

Art more engaged ! Help, angels I Make assay ! 

Bow, stubborn knees ; and, heart with strings of 

steel, • , 

Be soft as sinews 6f the new-bom babe ! 
All may be well [Xetires and kneth. 

Enter Hamlet. 
Ham. Now might I do it pat, now he is praying ; 
And now I '11 do 't. And so he goes to heaven ; 
And so am I revenged. That would be scann'd : 
A villain kills my father ; and for that, 
I, his sole son, do this same vUlain send 
To heaven. 

O, this is hire and salary, not revenge. 
He took my father grossly, full of bread ; e 

With all his crimes broad blown, as flush as May ; 
And how his audit stands who knows save heaven P 
But in our circumstance and course of thought, 
'Tis heavy with him : and am I then revenged. 
To take him in the purging of his soul. 
When he is fit and season'd for his passage? 
Not 
Up, sword ; and know thou a more horrid hent : 

75. would be seann'd, calls by inference.' 
be scrutiny. 

S3. ' So far as we can judge SB. kmt, opportimitr. 
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When he is drunk asle^ ot in his rage. 
Or in the incestuous pleasure of his bed ; ; 

At gaming, swearing, or about some act 
That has no relish of salvation in 't ; 
Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven. 
And that his soul may be as damn'd and black 
As hell, whereto it goes. My mother stays : 
This physic but prolongs thy sickly days. [Exit. 
King. [Rising\ My words fly up, my thoughts 
remain below : 
Words without thoughts never to heaven go. 

[Exit. 



Scene IV. Tke Queen's closet. 
Enter Queen and Polonius. 

./%/. He will come straight Look you lay 
home to him : 
Tell him his pranks have been too broad to bear 

with, 
And that your grace hath screen'd and stood 

between 
Much heat and him. 1 11 sconce me even here. 
Pray you, be round with him. 
Ifam. [ Within] Mother, mother, mother ! 
Queen. 1 11 warrant you, 

Fear me not : withdraw, I hear him coming. 

[I'aUnius Aides behind the arras. 

Enter Hamlet. 
Ham. Now, mother, what's the matter? 
Queen. Hamlet, thou hast thy father much 

2. iroad, outrageous. 
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Ham. Mother, yoa have my father much 

offended. «> 

(^iten. Come, come, you answer with an idle 

tongue. 
Sam. Go, go, you question with a wicked toi^e. 
Queen. Why, how now, Hamlet 1 
Ham. What 's the matter now? 

Queen. Have you forgot me ? 
Ham. No, by the rood, not so : 

You are the queen, your husband's brother's wife ; 
And — would it were not so ! — you are my mother. 
Queen. Nay, then, I '11 set those to you that 

can speak. 
Ham. Come, come, and sit you down; you 
shall not budge ; 
You go not till 1 set you up a glass 
Where you may see the inmost part of you. « 

Queen. What wilt thou do? thou wilt not 
murder me ? 
Help, help, ho ! 
Pol. \BeMnd\ What, ho ! help, help, help I 
Ham. \l>ramng\ How now I a rat ? Dead, 
for a ducat, d«ul ! 

[Makes a pass through the arras. 
I^ \Behini\ O, I am EOain 1 \FaUs and dies. 
Queen. O me, what hast thou done ? 
Ham. Nay, I know not : 

Is it tiie king ? 
Queen. O, what a rash and bloody deed is this I 
Ham. A bloody deed I almost as bad, good 
mother. 
As kill a king, and marry with his brother. 
Queen. As kill a king ! 

Ham. Ay, lady, 'twas my word. 3a 

[Z^ up the arras and discovers Fohnius. 
Thou wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewell I 
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I toolc thee for thy better : take thy fortune ; 

Thou find'st to be too busy is some danger. 

Leave wringing of your hands : peace ! sit you down, 

And let me vrring your heart ; for so I shall, 

If it be made of penetrable stuff. 

If damned custom have not brass'd it so 

That it be proof and bulwark against sense. 

Queen. What have I done, that thou darest wag 
thy tongue 
In noise so rude against me f 

Ham. Such an act 40 

That blurs the grace and blush of modesty. 
Calls virtue hypocrite, takes off the rose 
From the fair forehead of an innocent love 
And sets a blister there, makes marriage-vows 
As false as dicers' oaths ; O, such a deed 
As from the body of contraction plucks 
The very soul, and sweet religion makes 
A rhapsody of words : heaven's face doth glow ; 
Yea, this solidity and compound mass. 
With tristful visage, as against the doom, jo 

Is thoi^ht-sick at the act 

Queen. Ay me, what act. 

That roars so loud, and thunders in the index ? 

Ham. Look here, upon this picture, and on this, 

38. stHsc, feeling. the walls or tatcs a miniature 

42. iaka off i>it rose. t\c. An of his faltier from his pocket 

allusioD to the piaclice of brand- Irving and Salvini even suppose 

ing harlots in Che forehead. the pictures to be drawn only 

49. this solidity, etc., the to the imagination. That the 

earth. Elizabethans understood actual 

ja. in Ike index. In the mere paintings of considerable size 

preliminaiy indication. The may probably be gathered from 

wai prefixed to the book. Hamlet says : ' Aber s/hel, dart 

S3. Look here, upon this pic- in jcner GalSerie hdngi das 

turr, and on Ms. It has been Centerfail Evres irsltn Ektgl- 

doubted whether Hamlet here mails, und da kdngl 
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The counterfeit presentment of two brothers. 

See, what a grace was seated on this brow ; 

Hyperion's curls ; the front of Jove himself; 

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command ; 

A station hke the herald Mercury 

New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill ; 

A combination and a form indeed, to 

Where every god did seem to set his seal, 

To give the world assurance of a man ; 

This was your husband. Look you now, what 
follows : 

Here is your husband ; like a mildew'd ear. 

Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you eyes? 

Could you on this fair mountain leave to fieed, 

And batten on this moor ? Ha I have you eyes ? 

You cannot call it love ; for at your age 

The hey-day in the blood is tame, it 's humble. 

And waits upon the judgement : and what judge- 
ment TO 

Would step from this to this ? Sense, sure, you 
have. 

Else could you not have motion; but sure, that 
sense 

Is apoples'd ; for madness would not err, 

Nor sense to ecstasy was ne'er so thrall'd 

But it reserved some quantity of choice. 

To serve in such a difference. What devil was 't 

That thus hath cozen'd you at hoodman-blind ? 

Eyes without feelii^, feeling without sight. 

Ears without hands or eyes, smelling sans all, 

Or but a sickly part of one true sense ta 

Could not so mope. 

O shame 1 where is thy blush ? Rebellious hell, 

7a. motion, anotion. bOlty. In 71, ja tha emotional 

aspect of tile word is promineat, 
ui- in ja, 73 Ibe inteUectiuL 
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If thou canst mutine in a matron's bones, 
To Saxaiag youth let virtue be as wax. 
And melt in her own fire : proclaim no shame 
When the compulsive ardour gives the charge 
Since frost itself as actively doth bum 
And reason pandars will 

Queen. O Hamlet, speak no more : 

Thou turn's! mine eyes into my very soul ; 
And there I see such black and grained spots ge 

As will not leave tbeii tinct. 

Ifam. Nay, but to live 

In the rank sweat of an enseamed bed, 
Stcw'd in corruption, honeying and making love 
Over the nasty sty, — 

Queen. O, speak to me no more ; 

These words, like daggers, enter in mine ears ; 
No more, sweet Hamlet ! 

Ham. A murderer and a villain ; 

A slave that is not twentieth part the tithe 
Of your precedent lord ; a vice of kings ; 
A cutpurse of the empire and the rule, 
That from a shelf the precious diadem stole, nu 

And put it in his pocket I 

Queen. No more I 

Ham. A king of shieds and patches, — 

£nier Ghost 
Save me, and hover o'er me with your wings. 
You heavenly guards I What would your gracious 
figure? 
Queen. Alas, he 's mad I 
Ifam. Do you not come your tardy son to chide, 

90. graiiui, indelibly dyed. loa. A king of thrtis and 

93. ouAiHi^, defllad. jW&A£i,- i.e. inmoll^ ; cuiyiiig 

98. a via if Hngt, a down on the >llu«iOD ta the ^ce or 

or a king. Clown. 
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That, lapsed in time and passion, lets go by 
The important acting of your dread command ? 
O, say I 

Ghost. Do not fotget : this visitation m 

Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose. 
But, look, amazement on thy mother sits : 
O, step between her and her fighting soul ; 
Conceit in weakest bodies strongest works : 
Speak to her, Hamlet. 

Ham. How is it with you, lady ? 

Queen. Alas, how is 't with you, 
That you do bend your eye on vacancy 
And with the incorporal air do hold discourse ? 
Forth at your eyes your spirits wildiy peep; 
And, as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm, m 

Your bedded hair, hke life in excrements, 
Start up, and stand an end. O gentle son. 
Upon ^e heat and flame of thy distemper 
Sprinkle cool patience Whereon do you look ? 

Ham. On him, on him t Look you, how pale 
he glares I 
His form and cause conjoin'd, preaching to stones. 
Would make them capable. Do not look upon me; 
Lest with this piteous action you convert 
My stem effects : then what I have to do 
Will want true colour ; tears perchance for blood. i3i> 

Quern. To whom do you speak this ? 

Ham. Do you see nothing there ? 

Queen. Nothing at all ; yet all that is I see. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing hear ? 

Queen. No, nothing but ourselves. 

114. Ceacetf, imaginalicHi. especially tbe hair [md oaiU. 

lai. bedded. The sdjeelive 137. make capaile, endow 

is xuggesled by the iciiEige of wilh seniibilily. 
(be recumbent soldien. 129. My stem tfecls, Ihe deed 

lei. excrtmtHli, outgrowth, he bad to accomplisb, 

VOL. vni 235 q 
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Ham. Why, look you there I look, how it steak 
away! 
My father, in his habit as he lired ! 
Look, where he goes, even now, out at the portal t 
\Exit Ghost. 

Quten. This is the very coinage of your brain : 
This bodiless creation ecstasy 
Is very cunning in. 

ffam. Ecstasy 1 

My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep time, i^e 
And makes as healthful music: it is not madness 
That I have utter'd : bring mft to the test. 
And I the matter will le-word ; which madness 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grape, 
Lay not that flattering unction to your soul. 
That not your trespass, but my ma^ess speaks : 
It will but skin and film the ulcerous place, ' 
Whiles rank corruption, mining all within. 
Infects unseen. Confess yourself to heaven ; 
Repent what 's past ; avoid what is to come ; >$& 

And do not spread the compost on the weeds, 
To make them ranker. Forgive me this my virtue; 
For in the fatness of these pursy times 
Virtue itself of vice must pardon be& 
Yea, curb and woo for leave to do him good. 

Queen. O Hamlet, thou hast cleft my heart ia 

Jfam. O, throw away the worser part of it, 
And live the purer with the other half. 
Good night : but go not to mine uncle's bed ; 
Assume a virtue, if you have it not i&i 

That monster, custom, who all sense doth eat. 
Of habits devil, is angel yet in this, 

'53- f''"7- short-winded (aa i6i. all unit, all Knsit^ly 
with excessive corpnlence). to ain. 

155. fKr>, bend. 
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That to the use of actions fair and good 

He likewise gives a frock oi livery. 

That aptly is put on. Refrain to-night, 

And that shall lend a kmd of easiness 

To the next abstinence : the next more easy; 

For use almost can change the stamp of nature, 

And either .... the devil, or throw him out 

With wondrous potency. " Once more, good night : 170 

And when you are desirous to be bless'd, 

1 11 blessing b^ of you. For this same lord, 

{PoinHng to Polonms. 
I do repent : but heaven hath pleased it so. 
To punish me with this and this with me, 
That I must be their scoui^e and minister. 
I will bestow him, and will answer well 
The death I gave him. So, again, good night 
I must be cruel, only to be kind : 
Thus bad begins and worse remains behind. 
One word more, good lady. 

Qutm. What shall I do ? iSs 

Ham. Not this, by no means, that I bid you do : 
Let the bloat kit^ tempt you ^ain to bed ; 
Finch wanton on your cheek ; call you his mouse ; 
And let him, for a pair of reechy kisses. 
Or paddling in your neck with his damn'd fingers, 
Make you to ravel all this matter out. 
That I essentially am not in madness, 
But road in craft Twere good you let him know; 
For who, that 's but a queen, fair, sober, wise. 
Would from a paddock, from a ba^ a gib, 191. 

Such dear concemings hide ? who would do so 7 
No, in despite of sense and secrecy. 
Unpeg the basket on the house's top, 

169. titlur .... I3u ieiiil. pvbaU; 'I17.' 'qudi,' or the 
Qq have 'eicher the devil, ' A like. 
word has clearlj dropped out ; 190. gii, tom-cat 
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Let the birds flf, aDd, like the famous ape, 
To try conclusions, in the basket creep, 
And break your own neck down. 

Queen. Be thou assured, if words be made of 
breath, 
And breath of Ufe, I have no life to breathe 
What thou hast said to me. 

Ham. I must to England ; you know that 7 

Queen. Alack, •» 

I had forgot : 'tis so concluded on. 

Ifam. There 's letters seal'd : and my two school- 
fellows, 
Whom I will trust as I will adders fang'd. 
They bear the mandate ; they must sweep my way, 
And marshal me to knavery. Let it work ; 
For 'tis the sport to have the enginer 
Hoist with his own petar : and 't shall go hard 
But I will delve one yard below their mines, 
And blow them at the moon : O, 'tis most sweet, 
When in one line two crafts directly meet. am 

This man shall set me packing : 
I '11 lug the guts into the neighbour room. 
Mother, good night. Indeed this counsellor 
Is now most still, most secret and most grave. 
Who was in life a foolish prating knave. 
Come, sir, to draw toward an end with you. 
Good night, mother. 

[Exeunt severally ; Hamlet dragging 
in Polonius. 

194. Hit thi faaovs apt. 903. fan^d, having bngi. 

The story alluded to is not 207. ftlar. petard, tnortar. 
otherwise known. an. faeting, plotling (wj(h 

~ ' ' ' a play upon tlie other sense, 

(obe off quickly). 
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Enier King, Queen, Rosencrantz, and 

GUILDENSTEKN. 

Kir^. Theie *s matter in these »ghs, these pro- 
found heaves : 
You must translate : 'tis lit we understand them. 
Where is your son } 

Queen, Bestow this place on us a Little while. 

[Excuni Rosencranh and Guildtnstern. 
Ah, mine own lord, what have I seen to-night I 

King. What, Gertrude? How does Hamlet? 

Queen. Mad as the sea and wind, when both 
contend 
Which is the mightier : in his lawless (it. 
Behind the arras hearing something stir, 
Whips out his rapier, cries, ' A rat, a rat ! ' i 

And in this brainish apprehension kills 
The unseen good old man. 

King. O heavy deed ! 

It had been so with us, had we been there : 
His liberty is full of threats to all ; 
To you yourself, to us, to every one. 
Alas, how shall this bloody deed be answer'd ? 
It will be laid to us, whose providence 
Should have kept short, restrain'd and out of haunt, 
This mad young man : but so much was our love. 
We would not understand what was most fit ; 

Sc. I. In time tbil . 
cload]' lollowa iii. 4. 
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But, like the owner of a. foul disease, 
To keep it from divulging, let it feed 
Even on the pith of life. Where is he gone ? 

Queen. To draw apart the body he hath kill'd : 
O'er whom his very msdness, like some ore 
Among a mineral of metals base. 
Shows itself pure ; he weeps for what is done. 

King. O Gertrude, come away I 
The sun no sooner shall the mountains touch, 
But we will ship him hence : and this vile deed jo 
We must, with all our majesty and skill, 
Both countenance and excuse. Ho, Gi^denstern ! 

Re-enter Rosbhcrantz and Guildenstern. 
Friends both, go join you with some further aid : 
Hamlet in madness hath Folonius slain. 
And from his mother's closet hath he dragg'd him: 
Go seek him out ; speak fair, and bring the body 
Into the chapel. I pray you, haste in this. 

\E.xeunt Rosena'antt and Guildenstern. 
Come, Gertrude, we '11 call up our wisest friends ; 
And let them know, both what we mean to do, 

And what 's untimely done 40 

Whose whisper o'er the world's diameter, 

As level as the cannon to his blank. 

Transports his poison'd shot, may miss our name, 

And hit the woundless air. O, come away! 

My soul is full of discord and dismay. [Exeunt. 

96. mineral, aiiae. port. Ff omit 41-44 ■ whose 

40. Some words are lost, 
Capell's 'So, haply, slander, 
doubllcss expresses their pur. 
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ScxNB II. Another room in tht castle. 

Enter Haulet. 
IlaM. Safely stoired. 

Sv. } t^'''*''''] Hamlet! Lord Hamlet! 
Ham. But soft, what noise? who calls on 
Hamlet? O, here they come. 

Enter Rosbncrantz and Guildenstern. 

Jios. What have you done, my lord, with the 
dead body 7 

Ham, Compounded it with dust, whereto 'tis kin. 

Ros. Tell us where 'tis, that we may take it thence 
And bear it to the chapeL 

Ham. Do not believe it 

Soi. Believe what ? u 

Ham. That I can keep your counsel and not 
mme own. Besides, to be demanded of a sponge ! 
what replication should be made by the son of a 
king? 

Jios. Take you me for a sponge my lord ? 

Ham. Ay, sir, that soaks up the king's coun- 
tenance, his rewards, his authorities. But such 
officers do the king best service in the end : he . 
keeps them, like an ape, in the comer of his 
iaw ; iiist mouthed, to be last swallowed : when » 
be needs what you have gleaned, it is but 
squeezing you, and, sponge, you shall be dry 
again. 

Roi. I understand you not, my lord. 

19. Hie OH ape ; so ¥f. Qq nuts,' whkb i» adopted by 
'like an apple,' a leading little Stng«r. 
iaferior. Q| ' like an ape doth 
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Ham. I am glad ctf it : a knavish speech sleeps 
in a foolish ear. 

Sos. My Icffd, you must tell us where the 
body is, and go with us to the king. 

Ham. The body b with the king, but -the 
king is not with the body. The king is a thing — 3 

GuU. A thing, my lord 7 

Ham. Of nMhing: bring me to him. Hide 
fox, and all after. \ExeiuU, 



Scene III. Anothtr room in the caslU. 

Enter Kinc, attended. 
King. I have sent to seek him, and to find the 
body, 
How dangerous is it that this man goes loose ! 
Yet must not we put the strong law on him : 
He 's toved of the distracted multitude. 
Who like not in their judgement, but their eyes ; 
And where 'tis so, the offender's scourge is weigh'd, 
But never the offence To bear all smooth and 

even. 
This sudden sending him away must seem 
Deliberate pause : diseases desperate grown 
By desperate appliance are relieved, . 

Or not at all. 

Enter ROSBNCRAHTZ. 
How now ! what hath befall'n ? 
Hos. Where the dead body is bestow'd, my lord, 
We cannot get from him. 

King. Bat where is he ? 

33, Hide fox. and all afttr, a the chase. 
07 said to be uied in Ihe game 

of 'hide and seek.' The foi is 9. Deliierale fauit, ihe real 

Polonius, aod Hamlet joins iD of a deliberate jdan. 
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Sos. Without, my lord ; guarded, to knon your 

pleasure. 
JSrtg. "Brmg him before us. 
Sos. Ho, GuildenBtem ! bring in ray lord. 

Enter Haulet and Guildensterk. 

King. Now, Hamlet, where *s Polonius? 

Ifam. At supper. 

King. At supper .' where ? 

Ham. Not where he eats, but where he is ■. 
eaten : a certain convQsation of politic worms 
are e'en at him. Your worm is your only em- 
peror for diet : we fat all creatures else to fat 
us, and we fat ourselves for maggots : your fat 
king and your lean beggar is but variable service, 
two dishes, but to one table : that 's the end. 

King. Alas, alas ! 

Ham. A man may fish with the worm that 
hath eat of a king, and eat of the fish that hath 
fed of that worm. 

King. What dost thou mean by this ? 

Ham. Nothing but to show you how a king 
may go a progress through the guts of a beggar. 

King. Where is Polonius ? 

Ham. In heaven ; send thither to see r if your 
messenger find him not there, seek him i' the 
other place yourself. But indeed, if you find him 
not within this month, you shall nose him as you 
go up the stairs into the lobby. 

King. Go seek him there. [To some Attendants. , 

Ham. He will stay till you come. 

[Exeunt Attendants. 

King. Hamlet, this deed, for thine especial 
safety, — 
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Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 

For that which thou hast done, — must send thee 

hence 
With fiery quickness: therefore prepare thyself; 
The bark is ready, and the wind at help, 
The associates tend, and every thing is bent 
For England. 

Ham. For England ! 

King. Ay, HamleL 

Ham, Good. 

Kit^. So is it, if thou knew'st our purposes. 

Ham. I see a cherub that sees them. But, $ 
come ; for England ! Farewell, dear mother. 

King. Thy loving father, Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother : father and mother is man 
and wife ; man and wife is one flesh ; and so, my 
mother. Come, for England ! \Exif. 

King. Follow him at foot; tempt him with speed 
aboard; 
Delay it not ; I 'II have him hence to-night : 
Away ! for every thing is seal'd and done 
That else leans on the ajfair : pray you, make haste. 
[Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstem. 
And, England, if my love thou hold'st at aught — 6 
As my great power thereof may give thee sense. 
Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red 
After the Danish sword, and thy free awe 
Pays homage to us — thou mayst not coldly set 
Our sovereign process ; which imports at full. 
By letters congruing to that effect, 
The present death of Hamlet Do it, England ; 
For like the hectic in my blood he rages, 
And thou must cure me : till I know 'tis done^ 
Howe'er my haps, my joys were ne'er begun. i 

{Exit. 
63. cicairict, scar, 65. fireau, """rf''" 
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Scene IV. A plain in Denmark. 

Enter Fortinbras, a Captain, and Soldiers, 
marching. 
For. Go, captain, from me greet the Danish 
king; 
Tell him that by his license Fortinbias 
Craves the conveyance of a promised march 
Over his kingdom. You know the rendezvous. 
If that his majesty would aught with us. 
We shall express our duty in bis eye j 
And let him know so. 

Cap. I will do 't, my lord. 

For. Go softly on. 

[Exain/ ForHtti>ras and Soldiers. 

EtUer Hahlet, Rosknceantz, Guildenstern, 
and others. 

Jfam. Good sir, whose powers are these f 

Cap. They are of Norway, sir. i 

ffam. How purposed, sir, I pray you ? 

Cap. Against some part of Poland. 

Ifam. Who commands them, sir? 

Cap. The nephew to old Norway, Fortinbras. 

Ifam. Goes it against the main of Poland, nr. 
Or for some frontier ? 

Cap. Truly to speak, and with no addition, 
We go to gain a little patch of ground 
That hath in it no profit but the name. 
To pay five ducats, five, I would not ferm it ; • 

Nor will it yield to Norway or the Pole 

9.66. Omitted in Ff. large. 

15. I/U main, the counti; at ao. farm it, take it oD lease 
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A ranker rate, should it be sold in fee. 

Ham. Why, then the Polack never will defend it 

Cap. Yes, it is already garrison'd. 

Ham. Two thousand souls and twenty thousand 
ducats 
Will not debate the question of this straw : 
This is the imposthume of much wealth and peace, 
That inward breaks, and shows no cause without 
Why the man dies. I humbly thank you, sir. 

Cap. God be wi' you, sir. [Exit. 

Ros. Will 't please you go, my lord ? jo 

Ham. I'll be with you straight Go a little 
before. [Exeunt aU except Hamkt. 

How all occasions do infonn against me, 
And spur my dull revenge ! What is a man. 
If his chief good and market of his time 
Be but to sleep and feed? a beast, no more. 
Sure, he that made us with such large discourse, 
Looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and god-like reason 
To fust in us unused. Now, whether it be 
Bestial oblivion, or some craven scruple 40 

Of thinking too precisely on the event, 
A thought whidi, quaiter'd, hath but one part 



And ever three parts coward, I do not know 

Why yet I live to say ' This thing 's to do ; ' 

Sitb I have cause and will and strength and means 

To do't Examples gross as earth exhort me : 

Witness this army of such mass and charge 

Led by a delicate and tender prince, 

Whose spirit with divine pjnbition puffd 

Makes mouths at the invisible event, ; 

Exposing what is mortal and unsure 

33. ranter, higher. 50. Afaiei motOM] at, modi 

39. fiiit, iDoalder. aL 



U5.t.z5.JbyC,00'^lc 



sc Y Hamlet, Prince of Denmark 

To ail that fortune, death and danger dare, 

Even for an egg-shell. Rightly to be great 

Is not to stir without great argument, 

But greatly to find quarrel in a straw 

When honour 's at the stake. How stand I then, 

That have a father kill'd, a mother stain'd, 

Excitements of my reason and my blood, 

And let all sleep? while to my shame I see 

The imminent death of twenty thousand men, 

That for a fantasy and trick of fame 

Go to their graves like beds, fight for a plot 

Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause, 

Which is not tomb enough and continent 

To hide the slain i> O, from this time forth. 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth ! 

[Exit. 



Scene V. Elsinore. A rocm in the taslle. 
Ettttr Queen, Horatio, and a Gentleman. 
Queen. I will not speak with her. 
Gent. She is importunate, indeed distract : 
Her mood wilt needs be pitied. 

Queen. What would she have ? 

Gent. She speaks much of her father ; says she 
hears 
There 's tricks i' the world ; and hems, and beats 

her heart ; 
Spurns enviously at straws ; speaks things in doubt, 
That carry but half sense : her speech is nothing. 
Yet the unshaped use of it doth move 
The hearers to collection ; they aim at it, 
And botch the words up fit to their own thoughts ; » 

SS. hhod, panton. 9. te eelltcHcit, to Bather its 

61. irici. wbim. purport. 

«3T 
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Which, as heT winks, and nods, and gestures yield 

tbein, 
Indeed would make one think there might be 

thought, 
Though nothii^ sui^ yet much unhappily. 

Hot. Twere good she were spoken with, i<x 

she may strew 
Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds. 

Queen. Let her come in. \Exit Horatio, 

To my sick soul, as sin's true nature is, 
Each toy seems prologue to some great amiss : 
So fiill of artless jealousy is guilt, 
It sihUs itself in fearing to be spilt » 

Jte-enter HoRATio, aritk Ophelia. 

Oph. Where is the beauteous majesty of Den- 
mark? 
Queen. How now, Ophelia ! 
Ofh. [■Sii'«^] How should I j'our true love know 
From another one ? 
By his cockle hat and staff. 
And his sandal shoon. 
Queen. Alas, sweet lady, what imports this song? 
Ofh. Say you ? nay, pray you, mark. 
[_Sit^s\ He is dead and gone, lady, 

He is dead and gone ; ^ 

At his head a grass-green turf, 
At his heels a stone. 
OhI Ohi 

Queen. Nay, but, Ophelia, — 
Oph. Pray you, mark, 

[^/n^] White his shioud as the mountain snow, — 



35. eccklthat; a ibell worn 
Id tbe bat was a badge oT the 
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Enter King. 
Quten. Alas, look here, my lord 
Oph. \Sings\ Larded with sweet flowers ; 
Which bewept to the grave did go 
With true-love showers. 
King. How do you, pretty lady ? 40 

Oph. Well, God 'ild you ! They say the owl 
was a baker's daughter. Lord, we know what we 
are, but know not what we may be. God be at 
your table I 

King. Conceit upon her father. 
Oph. Pray you, let's have no words of this; 
but when they ask you what it means, say you this : 
\Sings\ To-morrow is Saint Valentine's day, 
All in the morning betime, 
And I a maid at your window, ja 

To be your Valentine. 
Then up he rose, and donn'd his clothes. 

And dupp'd the chamber-door ; 
Let in the miud, that out a maid 
Never departed more. 
King. Pretty Ophelia ! 

Oph. Indeed, la, without an oath, 1 11 make 
an end on 't : 
\^ngs[ By Gis and by Saint Charity, 

Alack, and fie for shame 1 ^ 

Young men will do 't, if they come to 't ; 

By cock, they are to blame. 
Quoth she, before you tumbled me. 
You promised me to wed, 

37. LartUd, garnished, who was turned Into an owl for 

41. Gfti '(WjwB, God reward having refused bread to Christ. 

you. 4^-55' Tbii song is omitted 

41, the imt VHU a iaia's m Ff. 

daughter; a reference to U>e 53. dvffi'd. opened. 

legend of a baker's dsugbter 59. Gis, Jestu. 
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\He answers] So would I ha' done, by yonder sun, 
An thou hadst not come to my bed. 

King. How long hath she been thus ? 

Oph. I hope all will be well. We must be 
patient: but I cannot choose but weep, to think 
they should lay him i' the cold ground. My 7s 
brother shall know of it : and so I thank you for 
your good counsel. Come, my coach I Good 
night, ladies; good night, sweet ladies; good 
night, good night. {Exit. 

King. Follow her close; give her good watch, 
I pray you, [ExH Horatio. 

O, this is the poison of deep grief; it springs 
All from her facer's death. O Gertrude, Gertrude, 
When sorrows come, they come not single spies, 
But in battalions. First, her father slain : 
Next, your son gone ; and he most violent author to 
Of his own just remove : the people muddied. 
Thick and unwholesome in their thoughts andwhispers, 
For good Folonius' death ; and we have done but 

greenly, 
In hugger-mugger to inter him : poor Ophelia 
Divided from herself and her fair judgement, 
Without the which we are pictures, or mere beasts : 
Last, and as much containing as all these, 
Her brother is in secret come from France ; 
Feeds on his wonder, keeps himself in clouds, 
And wants not buzzers to infect his ear 9a 

With pestilent speeches of his father's death ; 
Wherein necessity, of matter beggar'd. 
Will nothing stick our person to arraign 
In ear and ear, O my dear Gertrude, this. 
Like to a murdering-piece, in many places 

84. In hugger-mugger, in un- cannon charged with caae-ihol, 
ccrenuiniinu secrecy and haste. and beiice infikting widespread 
95. a unrdrring-fiect, a death. 
340 
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Gives me superfluous death. [A noise within. 

Queen. Alack, what noise is this ? 

King. Where are my Switzers P Let them guard 
the door. 

Enter another Gentlemaa 
What is the matter ? 

Gent. Save yourself, my lord : 

The ocean, overpeering of his list, 
Eats not the fiats with more impetuous haste » 

Than young Laertes, in a riotous head, 
O'erbears your officers. The rabble call him lord ; 
And, as the world were now but to begin, 
Antiquity forgot, custom not known, 
The ratifiers and props of every word, 
They cry 'Choose we : Laertes shall be king : 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds : 
' UiCTtes shall be king, Laertes king ! ' 

Queen. How cheerfully on the false trail they 
cry! 
O, this is counter, you false Danish dogs ! n 

King. The doors are broke. \Noise within. 

Enter Laertes, armed; Hxats fallowing. 
Laer. Where is this king? Sirs, stand you all 

without. 
Danes. No, let 's come in. 

Laer. I pray you, give me leave. 

Danes. We will, we will. 

\7Tity retire without the door, 
Laer. I thank you : keep the door. O thou 
vile king, 
Give me my father 1 

97. Swilien, Toyal guards. 
99. list, boundaries. 
loi. head, armed force. 
VOL. VIII 
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Queen. Calmly, good Laertes. 

J[,aer. That drop of blood that 's calm pioclaims 
me bastard, 
Cries cuckold to my father, brands the harlot 
Even here, between the chaste unsmirched brow 
Of my true mother. 

^I'ng. What is the cause, Laertes, ■» 

That thy rebellion looks so giant-like f 
Let him go, Gertrude ; do not fear our person : 
There 's such divinity doth hedge a king, 
That treason can but peep to what it would, 
Acts little of his will Tell me, Laertes, 
Why thou art thus incensed. Let him go^ Ger- 
trude. 
Speak, man. 

Zaer. Where is my fotherP 

JSng. Dead 

Queen. But not by him. 

King. Let him demand bis fill. 

Zaer. How came he dead? I '11 not be jt^gled 
with : >jD 

To hell, allegiance ! vows, to the blackest devil ! 
Conscience and grace, to the profoundest pit ! 
I dare damnatioa To this point I stand, 
That both the worlds I give to negligence, 
Let come what comes ; only I '11 be revenged 
Most throughly for my father. 

King. Who shall stay you ? 

Zaer. My will, not all the world : 
And for my means, I '11 husband them so well, 
They shall go far with little. 

King. Good Laertes, 

If you desire to know the certainty 14a 

Of your dear father's death, is't writ in your 
revenge, 

243 
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That, swoopstalce, you will draw both Mend and foe, 
Winner and loser ? 

Latr. None but his enemies. 

Kit^, Will you know them ^en ? 

Laer. To his good friends thus wide I '11 ope 
my arms; 
And like the kind life-rendering pelican, 
Repast them with my blood. 

King. Why, now you speak 

Like a good child and a true gentleman. 
That I am guiltless of your father's death, 
And am most sensibly in grief for it, ii 

It stiall as level to your judgement pierce 
As day docs to your eye. 

Danes. [ Wiikin\ Let her come in. 

Iaut. How now 1 what noise is that ? 

He-enter Ophexia. 
O heat, dry up my brains ! tears seven times salt. 
Bum out the sense and virtue of mine eye ! 
By heaven, thy madness shall be paid with weight. 
Till our scale turn the beam. O rose of May I 
Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia I 
O heavens ! is 't possible, a young maid's wits 
Should be as mortal as an old man's life? k 

Nature is fine in love, and where 'tis fine, 
It sends some precious instance of itself 
After the thing it loves. 
Ofk. [Singi] 

They bore him barefaced on the bier ; 

Hey non nonny, nonny, hey nonny ; 

And in his grave rain'd many a tear : — 
Fare you well, my dove 1 

149. oBOopilake, sweepsUke ; of both sides. 
i.t. like a winner at cards, who 
draw* In the combined stakes 163. iiutaiut, evidence; 
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Laer. Hadst thou thy wits, and didst peisuade 
revenge, 
It could not move thus. 

Oph. \Singi\ Yon must sing a^down a-down, ij 
An you call him a-down-a. 
O, how the wheel becomes it! It is the fiilse 
steward, that stole his master's daughter. 

L<ur. This nothing's more than matter. 

Oph. There 's rosemary, that 's for remem- 
brance ; pray you, love, remember : and there is 
pansies, that 'a for thoughts. 

Laer. A document in madness, thoughts and 
remembrance fitted. 

Oph. There 's fennel for you, and columbines : li 
there's rue for you; and here's some for me; 
we may call it herb of grace o' Sundays : O, you 
must wear your rue with a diiference. There's 
a daisy : I would give you some violets, but they 
withered all when my father died : they say he 
made a good end, — 

\^ngs\ For bonny sweet Robin is all my joy, 

Laer. Thought and affliction, passion, hell 
itself. 
She turns to favour and to prettmess. 

173. hne iht -aikiil bfcemet it. 
It b ao old-time baUad, sung by 
tbe women as they ^n. 

173. tie fabe staoard. 
Nothing is known of this sloiy, 

178. documint, initnictioD, ance nas 10 De 01 anomer 

iBa fentut, . . . ani coImih- quality than Ophelia's. 
H.w<s; symbols, respectively . of ,a^_ ^^^^ ^ to, „f 

"^n"!^ '^f^T diss^bling. 

iBi. there's m for you. \.K. '84- viaUis, the eyinbol of 

for the queen. Rue symbolised failhfiihiesa. 
repentance, and was henee 187. bo»ny smat R<Mn. a. 
called 'herb of grace,' line from the (lo«t) aonff ' Bonny 

iSa. yeu wuat wiaryoitr rue KoiAa.' 
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0/i. [-Sn^] And will a' not come again P i^s 

And will a' not come again ? 
No, no, he is dead : 
Go to thy death-bed : 
He never will come again. 

His beard was as white as snow, 
All flaxen was his poll ; 

He is gone, he is gone, 

And we cast away moan : 
God ha' mercy on his soul 1 

And of all Christian souls, I pray God. God be 
wi' you. [Exit. Ko 

Zaer. Do you see this, O God ? 

^ing. Laertes, I must commune with yourgne^ 
Or you deny me right Go but apart, 
Make choice of whom your wisest friends you will. 
And they shall hear and judge 'twixt you and me : 
If by direct or by collateral hand 
They find us touch'd, we will our kingdom give, 
Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours. 
To you in satisfaction ; but if not. 
Be you content to lend your patience to us, no 

And we shall jointly labour with your soul 
To give it due contenL 

Zaer. Let this be so ; 

His means of death, his obscure funeral — 
No trophy, sword, nor hatchment o'er his bones, 
No noble rite nor formal ostentation — 
Cry to be heard, as 'twere from heaven to earth. 
That I must call "t in question. 

^ing. So you shall ; 

190 f. From A conlemporary Chapman, and Marslon, where 

song, 'The Milkmaid's Dumps,' Hamlet himEclf is also tia- 

■ It is burlesqued in Eashoard veslied. 
Ho (1604, iii. I.) by Jonstm, 314, haUkmoil. escutcheoa. 
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And where the offence is let the great axe fall. 
I pray you, go with me. [Exeunt. 



Scene VI. Another room in the castle. 

Enter Horatio and a Servant 

Hot. What are they that would speak with me? 

Serv. Sea-faring men, sir; they say they have 

letters for you. 
Hor. Let them come in. [Exit Servant. 

I do not know from what part of the world 
I should be greeted, if not from lord Hamlet. 

Enter Sailors. 

First Sail. God bless you, sir. 

ffor. Let him bless thee too. 

First Sail He shall, sir, an 't please him. 
There 's a letter for you, sir ; it comes from the 
ambassador that was bound for England ; if your i 
name be Horatio, as I am let to know it is. 

Hbr. [Reads^ ' Horatio, when thou shalt have 
overlooked this, give these fellows some means to 
the king ; they have letters for him. Ere we were 
two days old at sea, a pirate of very warlike 
appointment gave us chase, Finding ourselves 
too slow of sail, we put on a compelled valour, 
and in the grapple I boarded them : on the instant 
they got clear of our ship ; so I alone became 
their prisoner. They have dealt with me like a 
thieves of mercy : but they knew what they did ; 
I am to do a good turn for them. Let the kii^ 
have the letters I have sent ; and repair thou to 
me with as much speed as thou wouldst fly death, 
>i. Uiems tf mircy, jnerdivl thiens. 
946 
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I have words to speak in thine ear vill make thee 
dumb ; yet are tbey much too light for the bore 
of the matter. These good fellows will bring 
thee where I am. Rosencrantz and Guildenstem 
hold their course for England : of them I have 
much to tell thee. Farewell. 

' He that thou knowest thine, Hamlet.' 
Come, I will make you way for these your letters ; 
And do 't the speedier, that you may direct me 
To him from whom you brought thetn. [Exeunt. 



Scene VH. Another room in the castk. 
Enter King and Laertes. 
King. Now must your conscience my acquittance 
seal, 
And you must put me in your heart for fnend, 
Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear. 
That he which hath your noble father slain 
Pursued my life. 

Laer. It well appears : but tell me 

Why you proceeded not against these feats. 
So crimeful and so capital in nature. 
As by your safety, wisdom, all things else, 
You mainly were stirr'd up. 

King. O, for two special reasons ; 

Which may to you, perhaps, seem much unsinew'd lo 
But yet to me they are strong. The queen his 

mother 
Lives almost by his looks ; and for myself — 
My virtue or my plague, be it either which — 

96. too li^ for Ike ion tf 9, mainly viere stirt'd vf, 
Ihi maHir. Le. like small shot bad Ibe strongest motive to 
to a heavy hiud. do. 
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She's so conjuncttve to my life and soul, 

That, as the star moves not but in his sphere 

I could not but by her. The other motive, 

Why to a public count I might not go, 

Is the great love the general gender bear him ; 

Who, dipping all his faults in their affection. 

Would, like the spring that tumeth wood to stone, » 

Convert his gyves to graces ; so that my arrows, 

Too slightly timber'd for so loud a wind, 

Would have reverted to my bow again, 

And not where I had aim'd them. 

La<r. And so have I a noble fother lost ; 
A sister driven into desperate terms. 
Whose worth, if praises may go back again. 
Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfections : but my revenge will come. 

King. Break not your sleeps for that : you must 
not think y. 

That we are made of stuff so flat and dull 
That we can let our beard be shook with danger 
And think it pastime. Vou shortly shall hear 

more: 
I loved youi &ther, and we love ourself ; 
And that, I hope, will teach you to imagine — 

Enter a Messenger. 
How now ! what news ? 

Mess. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet : 

This to your majesty ; this to the queen. 

King. From Hamlet ! who brought them ? 

Mess. Sailors, my lord, they say; I saw them 

They were given me by Claudio ; he received them 4° 
Of him that brought them. 

'17. cevni. account, irlal. 
18. the geittral gindtr, tiie mass/Si. 
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King. Laertes, you shall hear them. 

Leave us. [Exit Masenger, 

\Rmds\ ' High and mighty, You shall know I 
am set naked on your kingdom. To-morrow 
shall I beg leave to see your kingly eyes ; when 
I shall, first asking your pardon thereunto, re- 
count the occasion of my sudden and more 
st,»ge return. .Raxl.t.' 

What should this mean ? Are all the rest come 

back 7 ga 

Of is it some abuse, and no such thing? 

Zaer. Know you the hand ? 

Xing. Tis Hamlet's character. ' Naked ! ' 

And in a postscript here, he says ' alona' 
Can you advise me f 

Laer. I'm lost in it, my lord. But let him 

It warms the very sickness in my heart, 
That I shall live and tell him to his teeth, 
'Thus didest thou.' 

Xing. If it be so, Laertes — 

As how should it be so ? how otherwise ? — 
Will you be ruled by me ? 

Zaer. Ay, my lord; ta 

So you will not o'emile me to a peace. 

Xing. To thine own peace. If he be now 
retum'd. 
As checking at his voyage, and that he means 
No more to undertake it, I will work him 
To an exploit, now ripe in my device. 
Under the which he shall not choose but fall : 

59, ^i haai should it it at 63. ehaking al, starting ai>a]t 

how olherma f It is incom- from (in falconry said of the 

prehensible, and yet. on llie hawit when slie forsakes her 

evidence, beyond question, proper game). 
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And for bis death no wind of blame shall breathe, 
But even his mother shall uncharge the practice 
And call it accident 

Laer. My lord, I will be ruled ; 

The rather, if you coutd devise it so ■jo 

That I might be the oi^an. 

King. It falls right 

You have been talk'd of since your travel much. 
And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a quality 
Wherein, they say, you shine : your sum of parts 
Did not tc^ether pluck such envy from him 
As did that one, and that, in my regard, 
Of the unworthiest siege, 

Latr. What part is that my lord ? 

King. A very riband in the cap of youth. 
Yet needful too ; for youth no less becomes 
The light and careless livery that it wears is 

Than settled age his sables and his weeds, 
Importing health and graveness. Two months 

since, 
Here was a gentleman of Normandy : — 
I 've seen myself, and served against, Che French, 
And they can well on horseback : but this gallant 
Had witchcraft in 't ; he grew unto his seat ; 
And to such wondrous doing brought his horse, 
As had he been incorpsed and demi-natured 
With the brave beast : so far he topp'd my thought, 
That I, in forgery of shapes and tricks, «s 

Come short of what he did. 

Laer. A Norman was 't ? 

King. A Norman. 

6B. iinckargt Iht fraetict, -graomtss; i.e. youths carelest 

acquit us of foul play. livery imports health and the 

77. the unworthiest siege, the sables graveness. 
lowest rank. 

83. Importing health and 88. incorpsed, iocorpoiatc. 
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Laer. Upon my life, Lamond. 

Kifig^. The very same. 

Zaer. I know him well ; he is the brooch 
indeed 
And gem of all the nation. 

Xing. He made confession of you, 
And gave you such a masterly report 
For art and exercise in your defence 
And for your rapier most especial, 
That he cried out, 'twould be a sight indeed, k 

If one could match you ; the scrimers of their 

nation, 
He swore, had neither motion, guard, nor eye, 
If you opposed them. Sir, this report of his 
Did Hamlet so envenom with his envy 
That he could nothing do but wish and beg 
Your sudden coming o'er, to play with him. 
Now, out of this, — 

Zaer. What out of this, my lord ? 

£ir^. Laertes, was your father dear to you ? 
Or are you hke the painting of a sorrow, 
A face without a heart ? 

Zaer. Why ask you this ? i, 

King. Not that I think you did not love your 
fether; 
But that I know love is begun by time ; 
And that I see, in passages of proof. 
Time qualifies the spark and fire of it. 
There lives within the very flame of love 
A kind of wick or snuS" that will abate it ; 

93. LaMOnd ,- the name pos- in the hat. 
aibly alludes to Pietro Monte, a 
bmotu cavalier and swordsman, 
who is raentiofKd by Caitlglione 
as instructor to Louis VII. 's 
master of tbe horse. loi. icrimri, 

94. braxh, an omanKnl worn Fr. ' escriineuri. ' 
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And nothing is at a like goodness still ; 

For goodness, growing to a plurisy, 

Dies in his own too much : that we would do, 

We should do when ve would ; for this ' would ' 

changes i. 

And hath abatements and delays as many 
As there are tongue^ are hands, are accidents ; 
And then this ' should ' is like a spendthrift sigh, 
That hurts by easing. But, to the quick o' the 

ulcer : — 
Hamlet comes back ; what would you undertake, 
To show yourself your father's son in deed 
More than in words? 

Laer. To cut his throat i' the churdi. 

King. No place, indeed, should murder sanc- 
tuarize; 
Revenge should bare no bounds. But, good 

Laertes, 
Will you do this, keep close within your chamber. ^ 
Hamlet retum'd shall know you are come home : 
We'll put on those shall praise your excellence 
And set a double varnish on the fame 
The Frenchman gave you, bring you in fine together 
And wager on your heads ; be, being remiss. 
Most generous and free from all contriving. 
Will not peruse the foils ; so that, with ease, 
Or with a little shuffling, you may choose 
A sword unbated, and in a pass of practice 
Requite him for your father. 

Laer. I will do't; m 

And, for that purpose, I '11 anoint my sword. 
I bought an unction of a mountebank, 

Ii8. //iinif, excess, plethora. 139. (iiiAuM, not blunted. 

lai. It spendthrift sigk. Sighs 
were supposed to draw blood ib. a fast of fractict, 

(rom ibe bean. treacberom Ihnut. 
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So mortal that, but dip a knife in it. 
Where it draws blood no cataplasm so rare. 
Collected from all simples that have virtue 
Under the moon, can save the thing from death 
That is but scratcb'd withal : I '11 touch my point 
With this contagion, that, if I gall him slightly. 
It may be death. 

King. Let 's further think of this ; 

Weigh what convenience both of time and means lyi 
May fit us to our shape : if this should fail, 
And that our drift look through our l^d per- 
formance 
'Twere better not assay'd ; therefore this project 
Should have a back or second, that might hold. 
If this should blast in proof. Soft J let me see : 
We 11 make a solemn wager on your cunnings : 
Iha't: 

When in your motion you are hot and dry — 
As make your bouts more violent to that end — 
And that he calls for drink, I '11 have prepared him i«a 
A chalice for the nonce, whereon but sipping. 
If Ee^ chance escape your venom'd stuck. 
Our purpose may hold there. 

Enter Queen. 

How now, sweet queen I 
Queen. One woe doth tread upon another's heel, 
So fast they follow : youi sister 's drown'd, Laertes. 
Zaer. Drown'd ! O, where ? 
Queen. There is a willow grows aslant a brook, 
That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream ; 
There with fantastic garlands did she come 
Of crow-ilowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples, 17a 

144. cataflaim, plaster. 170. crrni -flimers. either 

IJS- Halt, buiat (s metaphor buttercups or ragged robin, 
from fire-arms). 170, long purpUi, a kind of 

iGa. J/Bct, tbnisL orchid (' orcliia moscuU '). 

m 
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That Ubeial shepherds give a. grosser name, 

But our cold maids do dead men's fingers call 

them: 
There, on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds 
Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke ; 
When down her weedy trophies and herself 
Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread 

wide; 
And, mermaid-like, awhile they bore her up : 
Which time she chanted snatches of old tunes. 
As one incapable of her own distress, 
Or like a creature native and indued iSo 

Unto that element : but long it could not be 
Till that her garments, heavy with their drink, 
Pnll'd the poor wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

Zaer. Alas, then, she is drown'd ? 

Queen. Drown'd, drown'd- 

Zaer. Too much of water hast thou, poor 
Ophelia, 
And therefore I forbid my tears : but yet 
It is our trick ; nature her custom holds. 
Let shame say what it will : when these are gone. 
The woman will be out Adieu, my lord : i»c- 

I have a speech of fire, that fain would blaze, 
But that this folly douts it. [£anV. 

JTi'/^f. Let 's follow, Gertrude : 

How much I had to do to calm his rage t 
Now fear I this will give it start again ; 
Therefore let 's follow. [Exeunt. 



iji. liberal, licentious. 


itt. II U our trick. 


.74. ilivir. branch. 


to our characler as me 


179. incafialie ^. wilhoul 


iga. oSm/i, Knighfi 



for Ff ■ douba.' 
iGo, iHifMiiinti'idestinedfor. 'drowns.' 
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ACT V Hamlet, Prince of Denmark 



Scene I, A churchyard. 
Enter two Clowns, with spades, etc 

First Clo. Is she to be buried in Christian 
burial that wilfully seeks her own salvation P 

Sec. Clo. I tell thee she is; and therefore 
make her grave straight : the crowner hath sat on 
her, and finds it Christian burial. 

First Clo. How can that be, unless she drowned 
herself in her own defence ? 

Sec. Clo. Why, 'tis found so. 

First Clo. It must tw 'se offendendoj' it 
cannot be else. For here lies the point : if I i 
drown myself wittingly, it argues an act : and an 
act hath three branches ; it is, to act, to do, and 
to perform ; argal, she drowned hersebT wittingly. 

See. Clo. Nay, but hear you, goodman 
delver, — 

First Clo. Give me leave. Here lies the 
water ; good : here stands the man ; good : if the 
man go to this water and drown himself, it is, 
will he, nill he, he goes ; mark you that ; but if 
the water come to him and drown him, he drowns i 
not himself: atgal, he that is not guilty of hb 
own death shortens not his own life. 

See. Clo. But is this law? 



Hecontimieslalreat 'jiuliliable 13. ar^, a unruption of 
tuidde'aianuielirof'imtifiable 'ecgo.' 
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First Clo. Ay, marry, is't; downer's quest 
law. 

See. Clo. Wili you ha' the truth on't? If this 
had not been a gentlewoman, she should have 
been buried out o' Christian burial. 

First Clo. Why, there thou say'st : and the 
more pity that great folk should have counte- 30 
nance in this world to diown or hang them- 
selves, more than their even Christian. Come, 
my spade. There is no ancient gentlemen but 
gardeners, ditchers, and grave-makers : they hold 
up Adam's profession. 

Sec. Clo. Was he a gentleman ? 

First Clo. A' was the first that ever bore 
arms. 

Sec. Clo. Why, he had none. 

First Clo. What, art a heathen? How dost 4° 
thou understand the Scripture? The Scripture 
says Adam digged : could he dig without arms } 
I 'II put another question to thee : if thou answer- 
est me not to the purpose, confess thyself — 

Sec. Clo. Go ta 

First Clo. What is he that builds stronger 
than either the mason, the shipwright, or the 
carpenter ? 

Sec. Clo. The gallows-maker; for that frame 
outlives a thousand tenants. so 

First Clo, I like thy wit well, in good faith : 
the gallows does well; but how does it well? it 
does well to those that do ill : now thou dost ill 
to say the gallows is built stronger than the 
church : argal, the gallows may do well to thee. 
To't again, come. 

Sec. Clo. 'Who builds stronger than a mason, 
a shipwright, or a carpenter ? ' 

33. aicH CkriitiaH, Mtow-ChriHiin. 
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First Clo. Ay, tell me that, and unyok& 

Sec. do. Marry, now I can tell. &> 

First Clo. To't. 

Sec. Clo. Mass, I cannot tell. 

Enter Hahuet and HoRATio, afar of. 
First Clo. Cudgel thy brains no more about 
it, for your dull ass will not mend his pace with 
beating; and when you are asked this question 
next, say 'a grave-maker:' the houses that he 
makes last till doomsday. Go, get thee to 
Yaughan : fetch me a stoup of liquor. 

[Exit Sec. Clown, 
[ffe digs, and sings. 
In youth, when I did love, did love, 

Methought it was very sweet, ^ 

To contract, O, the time, for, ah, my behove, 

O, methought, there was nothing meet 
Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his busi- 
ness, that he sings at grave-making 7 

ffor. Custom hath made it in him a property 
of easiness. 

Ham. Tis e'en so ; the hand of little employ- 
ment hath the daintier sense. 
First Clo. [Sings^ 

But age, with his stealing steps, 

Hath claw'd me in his clutch, gg 

6B. Yatigijot. Peilmps the clown's song are a bltmdering 

name of an actual tavern-keeper version of ' The Aged Lo»er 

in Shakespeare's London. Renoiincelh I/>ve' — a poem of 

Traces of a Oennan ' Joban ' in fourteen slanias — althbuled to 

London have been discovered. Lord Vaiut and printed in 

and 'Yanghan' {rhyming with Totttls Miscellany. The Erst 

Vaugfaan, which then had two there runs : — 
tjUables and B guUiuBl between) 

would be the natural EogUsb Lymlhi'Lt I Aoue'htnr.K- 

way of spellii^ it A> time icqulRi r« mr behou<; 

69f Tha three Stanau of tbe MetUnlieslhcyareniKmetc. 
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„ Google 



Hamlet, Prince of Denmark act v 

And hath shipped me intil the land. 
As if I had never been such. 

{Throws up a skull. 
Ham. That skull had a tongue in it, and could 
sing once : how the knave jowls it to the ground, 
35 if it were Cain's jaW'bone, that did the first 
murder ! It might be the pate of a politician, 
which this ass now o'er-reaches ; one that would 
circumvent God, might it not ? 
Hor. It might, my lord. 

Ham. Or of a courtier; which could say ^ 
'Good morrow, sweet lord I How dost thou, 
good lord?' This might be my lord such-a-one, 
that praised my lord such-a-one's horse, when he 
meant to beg it ; might it not P 
Hor. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Why, e'en so : and now my Lady 
Worm's; chapless, and knocked about the maz- 
zard with a sexton's spade: here's fine revolution, 
an we had the trick to see 't. Did these bones 
cost no more the breeding but to play at Ic^ats too 
with 'em? mine ache to think on 'l 
Mrst Clo. \Sings\ 

A pick-axe, and a spade, a spad^ 
For and a shroudii^ sheet : 
O, a pit of clay for to be made 
For such a guest is meet 

{Throws up another skull. 
Ham. There 's another : why may not that 

84. jmuls, (Ushei. 97. ntamtard. skulL 

85. Cain' s jaw-bom ; allnding 

to the ancient tmditioD (hal 100. Jigipi'f. a game analogous 
Cain slew Abel witb (he jaw- both to quoits and bowls ; log- 
bone of an ass. shaped blocks of wood beine 
m. politician, plotter. The thrown at a mark or 'jact' 
word ID Shakespeare suggests The ikull recalk Ihe jack, and 
Macbiavelism. ibe bones the loggats, 
258 
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be the skull of a lawyer ? Where be his quiddities 
sow, his quillets, his cases, his tenures, and his 
tricks? why does he suffer this' lude knave now 
to knock him about the sconce with a dirty shovel, i 
and will not tell him of his action of battery? 
Hum I This fellow might be in 's time a great 
buyer of land, with his statutes, his recognizances, 
his fines, his double voucheis, his recoveries: is 
this the fine of his fines, and the recovery of his 
recoveries, to have his fine pate full of fine dirt ? 
will his voucheis vouch him no more of his 
purchases, and double ones too, than the length 
and breadth of a pair of indentures? The very 
conveyances of his lands will hardly lie in this t-. 
box; and must the inheritor himself have no 
more, ha? 

Jfor. Not a jot more, my lord. 

Ifam. Is not parchment made of sheep-skins? 

Ifor. Ay, my lord, and of calf-skins too. 

Ifam. They are sheep and calves which seek 
out assurance in that I will speak to this fellow. 
Whose grave's this, sirrah? 

J^rs/ Clo. Mine, sir. 

[.SiV^] O, a pit of clay for to be made 

For such a guest is meet r 

Ham. I think it be thine, indeed ; for thou 
liest in 't. 

Krst Clo. You lie out on 't, sir, and therefore 
it is not yours : for my part, I do not lie in 't, 
and yet it is mine. 

Ham. Thou dost lie in 't, to be in t and say 



. IhtJSni 1/ his fines, the (hen divided by an indenled 
I. a pair tf indtnttirtt, lai. inhtritffr, possessor. 
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it is thine : 'tis for the dead, not for the quick ; 
therefore thou liest 

J^rsi Ch. Tis a quick lie, sir; twiU away 
again, from me to yoa 14a 

Ham. What man dost thou dig it for ? 

First Clo. For no man, sir. 

Ham. What woman, then 7 

First Ch. For none, neither. 

Ham. Who is to be hnried in*!? 

First Clo. One that was a woman, air; but, 
rest her sou), she 's dead. 

Ham. How absolute the knave is I we must 
speak by the card, or equivocation will undo us. 
B^ the Lord, Horatio, these three years I have 150 
t^en note of it; the age is grown so picked 
that the toe of the peasant comes so near the heel 
of the courtier, he galls his kibe. How long hast 
thou been a grave-maker ? 

First Clo. Of all the days i' the year, I came 
to 't that day that our last king Hamlet overcame 
Fortinbras. 

Ham. How long is that since ? 

First Clo. Cannot you tell that? every fool 
can tell that : it was the very day that young iSo 
Hamlet was bom ; he that is mad, and sent into 
England. 

Ham. Ay, marry, why was he sent into Eng- 
land? 

First Clo. Why, because he was mad : he 
shall recover his wits there; or, if he do not, it's 
no great matter there. 

Ham. Why? 

149. hy tkt iard, with pre- that ' lo speak b; Ihe card ' maf 
cision. The image is probably originally have been a player's 
nautical, fmm the sailor's cbart. synoaym for accurate speech. 
But the actor's copy of bis part 151. picked, choice. 

vas also called a 'card'; so 153. kiie, chilUain. 
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first Clo. Twill not be seen in him there; 
there the men are as road as he. its 

HaiH. How came he mad ? 

I^rst Clo. Very strangely, they say. 

Ham. How strangely ? 

First Clo. Faith, e'en with losing his wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground ? 

Jnrst Clo. Why, here in Dmmark : I have 
been sexton here, man and boy, thirty years. 

Ham. How long will a man lie i' the earth 
ere he rot 7 

J^st Clo. V faith, if a' be not rotten before iSo 
a' die — as we have many poctiy corses now-a- 
days, that will scarce hold the laying in — a' will 
last you some eight year or nine year : a tanner 
will last you nine year. 

Ham. Why he more than another ? 

I^irst Clo. Why, sir, his hide is so tanned 
with his trade, that a' will keep out water a great 
while ; and your water is a sore decayer of your 
whoreson dead body. Here's a skull now; this 
skull has lain in the earth three and twenty 19a 
years. 

Ham. Whose was it ? 

First Clo. A whoreson road fellow's it was: 
whose do you think it was ? 

Ham. Nay, I know not 

First Clo. A pestilence on him for a road 
rogue ! a' poured a flagon of Rhenish on my head 

170. lien lie men are ai mad Q^ bos 'tbis dozen yean.' If 

ai hi. The ' madness ' ol the latter eipreisian can be 

Englishmen was a proverbial tmsled. Shakespeare delib- 

jest. like the gluttony of the eraiely increased Hamlet's 

Dutch and the fomilr pride of age from nineteen to Ihirtj in 

Ibe Welsh. the second version. But Q, 
may give merdy ft laudiND 

190. thm and tntiUjr jKan, figure. 
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once. This same skull, sir, was Yorick's skull, 
the king's jester. 

Ham. This? «« 

First Clo. E'en that. 

Ham. Let me see. \Take$ the sHuU.) Alas, 
poor Yorick ! I knew him, Horatio : a fellow 
of infinite jest, of most excellent fancy : he hath 
borne me on his back a thousand times ; and 
now, how abhorred in my imagination it is ! my 
gorge rises at it. Here hung those lips that I 
have kissed I know not how oft. Where be your 
gibes now 7 your gambols P your songs ? your 
flashes of merriment, that were wont to set the gu 
table on a roar? Not one now, to mock your 
own grinning ? quite chop-fallen ? Now get you 
to my lady's chamber, and tell her, let her paint 
an inch thick, to this favour she must come; 
make her laugh at that. Prithee, Hoiado, tell 
me one thing. 

Hot. What 's that, my lord ? 

Ham. Dost thou think Alexander looked o' 
this fashion i' the earth ? 

Hor. E'en so. s» 

ffatn. And smelt so ? pah t 

[I^ts doTvn the skull. 

Hor. E'en so, my lord. 

Ham. To what hast uses we may return, 
Horatio 1 Why may not imagination trace the 
Doble dust of Alexander, till he find It stopping a 
bung-hole ? 

Hor. 'Twere to consider too curiously, to con- 
sider so. 

ao3. Yerick. It has been oF tbe great jester' Tailetoo 
conjectured verjr plausibly that (d. 1588). L. 
' Hamlet's el^^ on Yorick em- 
bodied a legretful remembrance ai.). fattmiT, aspect 
162 
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Ham. No, faith, not a jot ; but to follow him 
thither with modesty enough and likelihood to t>> 
lead it : as thus : Alexander died, Alexander was 
buried, Alexander returnelh into dust; the dust 
is earth ; of earth we make loam ; and why of 
that loam, whereto he was converted, might they 
not stop a beer-bairel 7 

Imperious Cassar, dead and tum'd to day. 
Might stop a hole to keep the wind away : 
O, that that earth, which kept the world in 

awe. 
Should patch a wall to expel the winter's flaw ! 
But soft ! but soft ! aside : here comes the king, 140 

Enter Priests, etc. in procession; Ike Corpse of 
Ophelia, Laektes and Moamtrs /oHoaiing ; 
King, Queen, iieir trains, etc. 

The queen, the courtiers : who is this they follow? 
And with such maimed rites ? This doth betoken 
The corse they follow did with desperate hand 
Fordo it own life : 'twas of some estate. 
Couch we awhile, and mark. 

[Retiring with Horatio. 

Laer. What ceremony else ? 

Ham. That is Laertes, 

A very noble youth ; mark. 

Laer. What ceremony else ? 

First Priest. Her obsequies have been as far 
enlarged 
As we have warranty : her death was doubtful ; 95s 
And, but that great command o'crsways the order. 
She should irk ground unsanctlfied have lodged 
Till the last trumpet ; for charitable prayers. 
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Shards, flints and pebbles should be thrown on her : 
Yet here she is allow'd het virgin crants, 
Her maiden strewinents, and the bringing home 
Of bell and burial 

Laer. Must there no more be done ? 

Pirsi Priest. No more be done : 

We should profane the service of the dead 
To sing a requiem and such rest to her n 

As to peace^paited souls. 

Laer. lay her i' the earth ; 

And from her fair and unpolluted flesh 
May violets spring ! I tell thee, churlish priest, 
A ministering angel sh^l my sister be, 
When thou liest howling. 

Ham. What, the fair Ophelia ! 

Queen. Sweets to the sweet : farewell ! 

[Scattering Jiowen. 
I hoped thou shouldst have been my Hamlet's 

wife; 
I thought thy bride-bed to have deck'd, sweet 

maid, 
And not have strew'd thy grave. 

Laer, O, treble woe 

Fall ten times treble on that cursed head, •: 

Whose wicked deed thy most ii^enious sense 
Deprived thee of ! Hold off the earth awhile, 
Till I have caught her once more in mine arms ! 

[Ltafis into the grave. 
Now pile your dust upon the quidc and dead. 
Till oi" this flat a mountain you have made, 
To o'ertop old Eelion, or the skyish bead 
Of blue Olympus. 

Ham. \Advanting\ What is he whos» grief 
Bears such an emphasis P whose phrase of sorrow 

S5J. croHis, garUnd, bome woman, and aflenrards biu 
before the bier of on unmarried in the church. 
a64 
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Conjures tbe wandering stars, and makes them 

stand 
Like wonder-wounded bearers ? This is I, i! 

Hamlet the Dane; [Ztaps into the grave. 

Laer, The devil take thjr soul ! 

[^Grappling with him. 

Ham. Thou pray'st not well. 
I prithee, take thy fiogers from my throat; 
For, though I am not splenitive and rash, 
Vet have I something in me dangerous. 
Which let thy wiseness fear : hold off thy hand. 

King. Pluck them asunder. 

Queen. Hamlet, Hamlet I 

All. Gentlemen, — 

Jfor. Good Tay lord, be quiet 

[The Attendants part them, and they 
come out of the grave. 

Ham. Why, I will fight with bim upon this 
theme 
Until my eyelids will no longei wag. •; 

Queen. O my son, what theme P 

Ham. I loved Ophelia : forty thousand brothers 
Could not, with all their quantity of love. 
Make up my sum. What wilt thou do for her? 

J£ing. O, he is mad, Laertes. 

Queen. For love of God, forbear him. 

Ham. 'Swounds, show me what thou It do : 
Woo 't weep ? woo 't fight ? woo *t fast ? woo t 

tear thyself? 
Woo't drink up eisetP eat a crocodile? 
I 'II do 't. Dost thou come here to whine? 31 

To outface me with leaping in her grave ? 
Be buried quick with her, and so will I : 

379. aanJtringiian.pixoeli. 

39B. yfiie't, wiU ihou. gall, 

399. eiul, vioegai' ; it wu to C 
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And, if thou piate of mountains, let them throv 
Millions of acres on us, till our ground. 
Singeing his pate against the burning zone, 
Make Qssi like a wart ! Nay, an thou It mouth, 
1 11 rant as well as thou. 

Queen. This is mere madness : 

And thus awhile the fit will work on him ; 
Anon, as patient as the female dove, 
When that her golden couplets are disclosed, jid 

His silence will sit drooping. 

ffam. Hear you, sir; 

What is the reason that you use me thus ? 
I loved you ever : but it is no matter ; 
Let Hercules himself do what he may. 
The cat will mew and dog will have his day. [Sxif- 

King. I pray you, good Horatio, wait upon him. 

\Exii Horatio. 

\To Laertes\ Strengthen your patience in oui last 

night's speech ; 
We '11 put the matter to the present push. 
Good Gertrude, set some watch over your son. 
This grave shall have a living monument : jio 

An hour of quiet shortly shall we see ; 
Till then, in patience our proceeding be. [Exeunt. 



Scene H. A hall in the castle. 

Enter Haulet and Horatio. 
Ham. So much for this, sir : now shall you see 
the other ; 
You do remember all the circumstance? 
Hot. Remember it, my lord ! 

3io.^eet^li. Thedorelays cavered with a golden down. 
a pair of «gEi at once. The 3tS. fraait fusi 

chicks, when hatcbed, are issue. 
266 
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Ham, Sir, in my heart there was a kind of 
fighting, 
That would not let me sleep : methought I lay 
Worse than the mutines in the bilboes. Rashly, 
And praised be rashness for it, let us know, 
Our indiscretion sometimes serves us well 
When our deep plots do pall ; and that should 

teach us 
There's a divinity that shapes our ends, la 

Rough-hew them how we will. 

Hor. That is most certain. 

Ham. Up from my cabin, 
My sea-gown scarf d about me, in the dark 
Groped I to find out them ; had my desire, 
Fingei'd their packet, and in fine withdrew 
To mine own room again ; making so bold, 
My fears forgetting manners, to unseal 
Their grand commission ; where I found, Horatio, — 
O royal knavery !— *an exact command, 
Larded with many several sorts of reasons » 

Importing Denmark's health and England's too. 
With, ho ! such bugs and gobhns in my life, 
That, on the supervise, no leisure bated, 
No, not to stay the grinding of the axe, 
My head should be struck ofil 

Hor. Is *t possible ? 

. Ham. Here 's the commission : read it at more 

leisure. 
But wilt thou hear now how I did proceed ? 

6. mulines, mutineers. 31. Importing, coDcerning. 
il>. M/tiwf. stocks of iroD used ,„.., ^ , 

«. bo«d Mp. "?■ f^'* •"". '"•; "; 

,. /.;/, m. "'"' "J "Wjn™ •; ."* 

high collar and short sleeves, ' 

reaching down [a the koee, 33. no leiiure bated, without 
cODitnonly worn by seamen. tetpile (aba.temeDt io time). 

a6; 
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J&r. I beseech yoa 

Ham. Being thus be-netted round with vil- 
lanies, — 
Ere I could make a prologue to my brainy ja 

They had begun the play, — I sat me down ; 
Devised a new commission ; wrote it fair : 
I once did hold it, as our statists do, 
A baseness to write fair, and labour'd much 
How to forget that learning ; but, sir, now 
It did me yeoman's service : wilt thou know 
The effect of what I wrote ? 

Hot. Ay, good my lord. 

ffam. An earnest conjuration from the king. 
As England was his faithful tributary, 
As love between them like the palm might flouridi, 4s 
As peace should still her wheaten garland wear 
And stand a comma 'tween their amities. 
And msmy such-Hke 'As'es of great charge. 
That, on the view and knowing of these contents, 
Without debatement further, more or less. 
He should the bearers put to sudden death. 
Not shriving-time allow'd. 

Sbr. Hour was this seal'd P 

Sam. Why, even in that was heaven ordinant. 
I had my father's signet in my purse. 
Which was the model of that Danish seal ; so 

Folded the writ up in form of the other. 
Subscribed it, gave 't the impression, placed it safely. 
The changeling never known. Now, the next day 
Was our sea-fight ; and what to this was sequent 
Thou know'st already. 

Ifor. So Guildenstem and Rosencrantz go to 't. 

Ham. Why, man, they did make love to this 
employment ; 
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lliey die not near my conscience ; their defeat 

Does by their own insinuation grow : 

Tis dangeroQB when the baser nature comes «o 

Between the pass and fell incensed points 

Of mighty opposites. 

Ifor. ^^y, what a king is this 1 

Sam. Does it not, thinks "t thee, stand me 
now upon — 
He that hath kill'd my king and whored my 

mother, 
Popp'd in between the election and my hopes, 
Ttuown out his angle for my proper life. 
And with such cozenage — is't not perfect con- 
science. 
To quit him with this arm? and ist not to be 

damtt'd, 
To let this canker of our nature come 
In further evil ? jo 

Hot. It must be shortly known to him from 
England 
What is the issue of the business there. 

Ham. It will be short : the interim is mine ; 
And a man's life 's no more than to say ' One. ' 
But I am veiy sorry, good Horatio, 
That to Laertes I forgot myself; 
For, by the image of my cause, I see 
The portraiture of his : I 'U court his favours : 
But, sure, the bravery of his grief did put me 
Into a towering passion. 

Hot. Peace ! who comes here ? ta 

56. ie/eal, deslniclton. 63. ' Is it not incumbcDt 

" ' gs Irom tbdt own upon me. ' 

66- angle, line. 

'/ iha, seems it 10 ' 
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EnUr OsRiC, 

Osr. Your lordship is right welcome bu:k to 
Denmark. 

Ham. I humbly thank you, sir. Dost know 
this water-fly ? 

Hot. No, my good lord. 

Ham. Thy state is the more gracious; for 'tis 
a vice to know him. He hath much land, and 
fertile ; let a beast be lord of beasts, and hia crib 
shall stand at the king's mess : 'tis a chough ; but, 
as I say, spacious in the possession of dirt. 9a 

Osr. Sweet lord, if your loidship were at lei- 
sure, I should impart a thing to you from his 
majesty. 

Ham. I will receive it, sir, with all diligence 
of spirit. Put your bonnet to his right use ; 'tis 
for the head. 

Osr. I thank your lordship, it is very hot. 

Ham. No, believe mc, 'tis very cold ; the wind 
is northerly. 

Osr. It is indifferent cold, my lord, indeed. icx> 

Ham. But yet methinks it is very sultry and 
hot, or my complexion — 

Osr. Exceedingly, my lord ; it is very sultry, — 
as 'twere, — I cannot tell how. But, my lord, 
his majesty bade me signify to you that he has 
laid a great wager on your head : sir, this is the 
matter, — 

Ham. I beseech you, remember — 

[ffamUf moves him to put im his hat. 

Osr. Nay, good my lord; for mine ease, in 

Sg. cinK/t.- probably 'chuff,' Hamlet miul be suiqtosed to 
a wealiby chuiL break off, as in his nexl speech, 

loa. or my amfltxion — ; noXlabe inlemfiedhj Osi\c. 

some mcb words as ' deceives 108. remeniltr, ' remember 

me' are understood. But your courtesy,' i.e. be covered. 
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good faith. Sir, here is newly come to court n 
Laertes; believe me, an absolute gentleman, full 
of most excellent differences, of vei; soft society 
and great showing : indeed, to speak feelingly of 
him, he is the card or calendar of gentry, for you 
shall find in him the continent of what part a 
gentleman would see. 

/fam. Sir, his detmement suffers no perdition 
in you ; though, I know, to divide him inrentori- 
ally wculd dizzy the arithmetic of memory, and 
yet but yaw neither, in respect of his quick sail, n 
But, in the verity of extolment, I take him to be 
a soul of great article ; and his infusion of such 
dearth and rareness, as, to make true diction of 
him, his semblable is his mirror; and who else 
would trace him, his umbrage, nothing more. 

Osr. Your lordship speaks most inlallibly of 
him. 

ffam. The concemancy, sir ? why do we wrap 
the gentleman in our more rawer breath ? 

Osr. Sir? u 

Ifor. Is 't not possible to understand in another 
tongue ? You will do 't, sir, really. 

Ifam. What imports the nomination of this 
gentleman ? 

Oir. Of Laertes? 

Jfor. His purse is empty already ; all 's golden 
words are spent. 



112. di^rirua, OistiactloDS. 


133. dearth, value. 


.13. /«ft»i''j',wilh nice per- 


195. traie, follow. 


ception. 


ia8. unuenaiuy, import. 


ISO. yam. stagger ; his per- 


131. in another longve. 


fections would far outstrip the 


Osric's own jargon is 'another 




tongue ' to him when touched 


laa. a soui of great article. 


to aew issues by Hamlet. Yet 


one only to be described in an 


Hamlet is but mimicking him. 




Osric can understand if he triei : 




'You will do'l, sir, really.' 
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Ham. Of him, sir. 

Osr. I knov you are not ignorant — 

Ham. I would you did, sii ; yet, in faith, if you mb 
did, it would not much approve me. Well, sir ? 

Osr, You are not ignorant of what excellence 
lAcrtci is — 

Ham. I dare not confess that, lest I sbould 
compare with him in excellence ; but, to know a 
man well, were to know himself. 

Osr, I mean, sir, for his weapon ; but in the 
imputation laid on him by them, in his meed he 's 
unfeltowed. IS, 

Ham. What 's his weapon ? 

Osr. Rapier and da^er. 

Ham. That 's two of his weapons : but, welL 

Osr. The king, sir, hath wagered with him 
six Barbary horses ; against the which he has im- 
poned, as I take it, six French rapiers and 
poniards, with their assigns, as girdle, hai^en, 
and so : three of the carriages, in faith, are very 
dear to fancy, very responsive to the htlts, most 
delicate carriages, and of very liberal conceit i6b 

Ham. What call you the carriages ? 

Hor. I knew you must be edified by the mar- 
gent ere you had done. 

Osr. The carriages, sir, are the hangers. 

Ham. The phrase would be more germane to 
the matter, if we could carry a cannon by our sides : 
I would it might be hangers till then. Sut, on: 
six Barbary horses against six French swords, 
their assigns, and three liberal-conceited caniagec ; 
that 's the French bet against the Danish. Why itd 
is this 'imponed,'as you call it? 

157. aitignt, appendages. mslmcted by ibc niargiDal 

16a. literal cimttit, tich commentarf (old lexts beiiig 
deaif^. omally glossed in Ibe nur- 

i6a. tdifiid by the margeat, gin). 
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Osr. The king, sir, hath laid, that in a dozeD 
passes between yourself and him, he shall not ex- 
ceed you thtee hits : he hath laid on twelve for 
nine; and it would come to immediate trial, if 
your lordship would vouchsafe the answer. 

Ifam. How if I answer ' no ' ? 

Osr. I mean, my lord, the opposition of your 
person in trial. 

Ham. Sir, I will wallc here in the hall : if it iSa 
please his majesty, 'tis the breathing time of day 
with me ; let the foils be brought, the gentleman 
willing, and the king hold his purpose, I will win 
for him an I can j if not, I will gain nothing but 
my shame and the odd hits. 

Osr. Shall I re-deliver you e'en so ? / 

ffam. To this effect, sir; after what flourish 
your nature will. 

Osr. I commend my duty to your lordship. 

Ham. Yours, yours, \Exil Osric^ He does igs 
well to commend it himself; there are no tongues 
else for 's turn. 

Hor. This lapwing runs away with the shell 
on his head, 

Sam. He did comply with his dug, before he 
sucked it. Thus has he — and many more of the 
same breed that I know the drossy age dotes on — 
only got the tune of the time and outward habit 
of encounter; a kind of yesty collection, which 
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carries tbero through and through the most fanned » 
and winnowed opinions; and do but blow them 
to their trial, the bubbles are out. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. My lord, his majesty commended him 
to you by young Osric, who brings back to him, 
that you attend him in the hall : he sends to know 
if your pleasure hold to play with Laertes, or that 
you will take longer time. 

Ham. I am constant to my purposes ; they 
follow the king's pleasure : if his fitness speaks, 
mine is ready ; now or whensoever, provided I be •» 
so able as now. 

I.ord. The king and queen and all are coming 

Ham. In happy time. 

Lord. The queen desires you to use some 
gentle entertainment to Laertes before you fall 
to play. 

Ham. She well instructs me. [Mxit Lord. 

Hor. You will lose this wager, my lord. 

Ham. I do not think so : since he went into ik> 
France, I have been in continual practice ; I shall 
win at the odds. But thou wouldst not think how 
ill all's here about my heart : but' it is no matter. 

Hor. Nay, good my lord, — 

Ham. It is but foolery ; but it is such a kind of 
gain-giving, as would perhaps trouble a woman. 

Hor. If your mind dislike any thing, obey it : 
I will forestal their repair hither, and say you are 
not fit 

Ham. Not a whit, we defy augury : there 's a ly. 

. 300. fanntd and winmrofd ' prophane and trennowed. ' 
epiiiiina ; so Hacmer for Ff aafi. gain-giviifg mi^v- 

' food and winnowed.' Qq), ^ ing. 
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special providence in the fell of a sparrow. If it 
be now, 'tis not to come ; if it be not to come, it 
will be now j if it be not now, yet it will come : 
the readiness is all : since no man has aught of 
what he leaves, what is 't to leave betimes ? Let be. 

Enter King, Queen, Laertes, and Lords, OsRiC, 
and other Attendants with foils and gauntlets ; 
a table andfiagons of wine on it. 

King. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this 
hand from me. 
\Tke King puts Laerte^ hand into Hamlet's. 

Ham. Give me your pardon, sir : I 've done 
yon wrong ; 
But pardon 't, as you are a gentleman. 
This presence knows. 

And you must needs have heard, how I am punish'd ^ 
With sore distraction. What I have done. 
That might your nature, honour and exception 
Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madness. 
Was 't Hamlet wrong'd Laertes ? Never Hamlet : 
If Hamlet from himself be ta'en away. 
And wjien he 's not himself does wrong Laertes, 
Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it. 
Who does it, then ? His madness : if 't be so, 
Hamlet is of the faction that is wrong'd ; 
His madness is poor Hamlefs enemy. -.^ 

Sir, in this audience, 
Let my disclaiming from a purposed evil 
Free me so far in your most generous thoughts. 
That I have shot mine arrow o'er the house, 
And hurt my brother. 

Laer. I am satisfied in nature, 

Whose motive, in this case, should stir me most 
To my revenge : but in my terms of honour 
I stand aloof; and will no reconcilement, 
275 
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Till by some elder masters of known honour 

I have a voice and precedent of peace, •«• 

To keep my name ungoied. But till that time 

I do receive your offer'd love like love. 

And will not wrong it 

Ham. I embrace it freely, 

And will this brother's wager frankly play. 
Give us the foils. Come on. 

Lair. Come, one iot me. 

Ham. I '11 be your foil, Laertes : in mine ig- 
norance 
Your skill shall, like a star i' the darkest night. 
Stick fiery off indeed. 

Laer. You mock me, sir. 

Ham. No, by this hand. 

King. Give diem the foils, young Osric Cousin 
Hamlet, ■;<> 

You know the wager? 

Ham. Very well, my lord ; 

Your grace hath laid the odds o' the weaker side 

King. I do not fear it ; I have seen you both : 
But since he is better'd, we have therefore odds. 

Laer. This is too heavy, let me see another. 

Ham. This likes me wdL These foils have all 
a length? [They prepare to flay. 

Osr. Ay, my good lord. 

King. Set me the stoups of wine upon that table. 
If Hamlet give the first or second hit, 
Or quit in answer of the third exchange, iSo 

368. StUk . . . off. Eland in being far heavier than his 

brilliantrelief(Ger. 'abstechen'). opponent's); or else thai the 

Hamlet playa, of course, on the pointa given la Hamlet are 

word ' foil.' not equivalent to hii actual 

373. laid tht odds. Since the inferionly. To which the king 

odds have actually been laid on replies that the points given 

Laeilea, this must mean either counterbalance Laertes' im- 

■ made a bet ' (tbe lu[)|;'s wager provcment in France 
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Let all the battlements their ordnance fire ; 
The king shall drink to Hamlet's better breath ; 
And in the cup an union shall he throw, 
RicheT than that which four successive kings 
In Denmark's crown have worn. <^ve me the 

cups; 
And let the kettle to the trumpet speak. 
The trumpet to the cannoneer without, 
The cannons to the heavens, the heavens to earth, 
*Now the king drinks to Hamlet' Come, begin : 
And you, the judges, bear a wary eye. « 

Ham. Come on, sir. 

ZiMT. Come, my lord. \They play. 

Ham. One. 

Laer. Na 

Ham. Judgement 

Osr. A hit, a very palpable hit 

Laer. Well; again. 

King. Stay; give me drink. Hamlet, this 
pearl is thine ; 
Here 's to thy health. 

\Trumptti seund, and cannon shot off within. 
Give him the cup. 

Ham, I '11 play this bout first ; set it l^ awhile. 
Come. [Iheyplaji.] Anotherhit; whatsayyou? 

Zaer. A touch, a touch, I do confess. 

JCitig. Our son shall wia 

Queen. He 's fat, and scant of breath. 

Here, Hamlet, take my napkin, rub thy brows : 
The queen carouses to thy fortune, Hamlet y 

Ham. Good madam I 

King. Gertrude, do not drink. 

Queen. I will, my lord ; I pray you, pardon me. 

383. union, ptarL with a view 10 tbe physique ( 

agS. Ht's fat, and scant of Burble, the Gnt great actor < 
hnath; a trait perhaps addt^ Hatnlel. 
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King. [Aside] It is the poifion'd cup : it is too 

late. 
Ifam. I due not drink yet, madam ; b; and by. 
Queen. Come, let me wipe thy 6ice. 
Zaer. My lord, I 'It tut him now. 
JTing. I do not think t 

Zaer. [Aside] And yet it ia almost against my 



Ifam. Come, for the third, Laertes : you but 
dally; 
I pray you, pass with your best violence ; 
I am afeard you make a wanton of me. jm 

Zaer. Say you so? come on. [TAe^ p/dy. 

Osr, Nothing, neither way. 
Zaer. Have at you now ! 

[Laertes wounds Hamlet; then, in sotting, 
they change rapiers, and Hamlet tooundi 
Zaertes. 
King. Fart them ; they are incensed. 

JZam. Nay, come, again. [The Queen faUs. 

Osr. Look to the queen there, ho 1 

Hor. They bleed on both sides. How is it, my 

lord? 
Osr. How is 't, Laertes ? 

Laer. Why, as a woodcock to mine own springe, 
Osric ; 
I am justly kiU'd with mine own treachery. 
Ham. How does the queen ? 
King. She swounds to see them bleed. 

Queen. No, no, the drink, the drink, — O my 
dear Hamlet, — 3» 

The drink, the drink ! I am poison'd. [Dies. 

Ham. O villany ! Ho ! let the door be lock'd ; 
Treachery ! Seek it out. 

Zaer. It is here, Hamlet : Hamlet, thou art 
slain; 
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No medicine in the world can do thee good ; 

In thee there is not half an hour of life ; 

The treacherous instrument is in thy hand, 

Unbated and envenom'd : the foul practice 

Hath turn'd itself on me ; lo, here I lie, 

Never to rise again ; thy mother 's poison'd : 3: 

I can no more : the king, the king's to blame. 

.flaw. The point envenom'd too ! 
Then, venom, to thy work. [S/ais the King.. 

AIL Treason ! treason ! 

King. O, yet defend me, friends ; I am but hurt. 

Ham. Here, thou incestuous, murderous, damned 
Dane, 
Drink off this potion. Is thy union here ? 
Follow my mother. \KiHg dies. 

Laer. He is justly served ; 

It is a poison temper'd by himself. 
Exchange fotgiveness with me, noble Hamlet : » 
Mine and my father's death come not upon thee, 
Nor thine on me t [Dies. 

Ham. Heaven make thee free of it I I follow 
thee. 
I am dead, Horatio. Wretched queen, adieu I 
You that look pale and tremble at this chance. 
That are but mutes or audience to this act, 
Had I but time — aa this fell seigeant, death, 
Is strict in his arrest — O, I could tell you — 
But let it be. Horatio, I am dead ; 
Thou livest ; report me and my cause aright 3; 

To the unsatisfied. 

Hot. Never believe it : 

I am more an antique Koman than a Dane : 
Here 's yet some liquor left 

Ham. As thou 'rt a man. 

Give me the cup : let go ; by heaven, I 'Jl have 't. 
O good Horatio, what a wounded name, 
379 
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Things standing thus unknown, shall live behind 

me I 
If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart, 
Absent thee from felicity airtiile. 
And in this harsh world draw thf breath in pain, 
To tell my story. 

[JlfareA afar off, and shot within. 
What warlike noise is this ? jso 
Osr. Young Fortinbras, with conquest come 
from Poland, 
To the ambassadors of England gives 
This warlike volley. 

Ham. O, I die, Horatio ; 

The potent poison quite o'er-crows my spirit : 
I cannot live to hear the news from England ; 
But I do prophesy the election lights 
On Fortinbras : he hag my dying voice ; 
So tell him, with the occurrents, more and less. 
Which have solicited. The rest is silence. \Dies. 
Hot. Now cracks a noble heart Good night, 
sweet prince ; 3jo 

And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest ! 
Why does the drtim come hither ? 

\Mar(h within. 

Enter Fortinbras, the English Ambassadors, 
and others. 
Fort. Where is this sight ? 
Hor. What is it ye would see ? 

If aught of woe or wonder, cease your search. 
Fort. This quarry cries on havoc O proud death, 

368. ociurrenli, mare art 
evens, fpeax and smaJI. 

369. «fi«ftrf, ptoiupted my p^u^b^ Ij^ jhe IJ^to 
^'^''°"' aJlernalive, 'cries out against 

37S- f '^'^i heap of dead. (he butchery.' 
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What feast is toward in thine eternal cell. 
That thou so many princes at a shot 
So bloodily hast struck ? 

Mrsf Ami. The sight is dtnnal ; 

And our affairs from England come too late : 
The eais arc senseless that should give us hearing, jSo 
To tell him his commandment is fulfill'd, 
That Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are dead : 
Where should we have our thanks P 

Hor. Not from his mouth, 

Had it the ability of life to thank you : 
He never gave commandment for their death. 
But since, so jump upon this bloody question, 
You from the Polack wars, and you from England, 
Are here arrived, give order that these bodies 
High on a stage be placed to the view ; 
And let me speak to the yet unknowing world ^o 
How these things came about : so shall you hear 
Of carnal, bloody, and unnatural acts, 
Of accidental judgements, casual slaughters. 
Of deaths put on by cunning and forced cause, 
And, in this upshoi purposes mistook 
Fall'n on the inventors' heads : all this can I 
Truly deliver. 

Fort. Let us haste to hear it, 

And call the noblest to the audience. 
For me, with sorrow I embrace my fortune : 
I have some rights of memory in this kingdom, 4<n 
Which now to claim my vantage doth invite me, 

ffor. Of that I shall have also cause to speak. 
And from his mouth whose voice will draw on more : 
But let this same be presently perform'd. 
Even while men's minds are wild ; lest more mis- 
chance. 
On plots and errors, happen. 

3S6. ssJKmf ufen. so immediately following. 
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Fi>rt. Let four captains 

Bear Hamlet, like a soldier, to the stage ; 
For he was likely, had he been put on, 
To have proved most royally : and, for his passage. 
The soldiers' music and the rites of war 4» 

Speak loudly for him. 
Take up the bodies : such a s^ht as this 
Becomes the field, but here shows much amiss. 
Go, bid the soldiers shoot. 

\A dead march. Exeunt, bearing off the 
dead hodies ; after which a peal oford- 
nante is shot off. 
408. ful ait, put to the 
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INTRODUCTION 



The earliest edition of Oifulh was a Quarto, pub- E»riv Li 
lished in 1622, with the following title-page: — "^ 

The I Tragcedy of Othello | The Moore of Venice. 
As it hath beette diverse times acted at the j Globe, and 
at the Black- Fliers, by | his Maiesties Setvanis. \ 
Written iSy William Shakespeare. | London, | Printed 
by N. O. for Thomas Waikky, and are to be sold at his 
I shop, at the Eagle and Child, in Brittans Bursse | 
1612. I 

To this the publisher prefixed a brief com- 
mendatory preface of some interest in the history of 
Shai:espeare's fame : — 

'The Stationer to the Reader. 

' To set forth a books without an Epistle, were like to 
the old English proverbe, A blew coat without a badge, 
and the Author being dead J thought good to take that 
piece of ivork upon mee : To commend it I will not, for 
that which is good I hope every man will commend, 
without entreaty: and I am the bolder, because the 
Attthors name is sufficient to vent his worke. Thus 
leauing euery one to the liberty of iudgement: I haue 
ventered to print this Play, and leaue it to the generaU 
censure. — Yours, Thomas Walkley.' 

This Quarto was apparently printed from an old 
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copy of the play, as curtailed and otherwise modified 
for performance. It omits about 150 lines, but 
retains many oaths and expletives, showing that it 
dates from the early years of the reign. The Folio 
text, printed in the following year, is more com- 
plete, and, save for the omission of the original 
expletives, more decisively Shakespearean in detail ; 
it is substantially followed by modem editors. A 
Second Quarto, published by Walkley in 1630, 
reproduced the first with slight variations derived 
from an unknown MS. source closely related to the 
text of the Folio but not identical with it Thus 
Othello's outburst, ' By heaven, he echoes me ! ' is 
given in this form in Qj (here clearly right) ; Ff have 
' Alas, thou echos't me ' ; Qj ' Why dost thou ecchoc 
me?' 
n- Direct evidence of the date of OtheUo is wholly 
wanting. A matter-of-fact criticism discovered an 
allusion to the armorial bearings of the new order of 
baronets, instituted in 161 1, in the line' — 

Got new heraldry is hands, not hearts ; 

and the line doubtless acquired a new zest for the 
audiences of that year. But the context is fully 
satisfied by a general meaning, and the date 161 1 is 
altc^ether rebutted by the internal evidence of metre, 
style, and conception. These concur in assigning 
the play to a date between r6oo and r6o5. The 
language is still the plastic speech of Hatnkt ; less 
variously inwrought indeed, for the most part, with 
intellect and imagery, but as exquisitely proportioned 
to its simpler needs, and becoming easily magnificent 
when occasion calls, as in Othello's wonderful 'fare- 
well.' But the pregnant and difficult brevity of 
Macbtth is still remote. The year 1604 is generally 
accepted as a probable date. The fir^t recorded 
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performance took place on November i of that year, 
before the court at WhitehaU,' The second recorded 
performance occurred six years later, when Duke 
Frederick of Wurtemberg, according to his secretary's 
journal (April 30), witnessed 'I'histoire du More dc 
Venise * at the Globe, ' lieu ordinaire od Ton joue ies 
■Comedies,' Three years later it was one of the 
six ShakeBpearean dramas chosen for the wedding 
festivities of the Princess Elizabeth, In later times 
OtMlo has had the chief share in bringing Shake- 
speare home to the artistic sense of the Latin peoples. 
The Ic^cal rigour with which a single situation is 
worked out step by step, appealed to the mind of 
France ; and the performance of Alfred de Vigny's 
translation, notwithstanding the disaster provoked by 
the ' mouchoir ' scenes, opened a new epoch in the 
history of the French stage. In Germany, on the 
other hand, its very severity and simplicity, its want 
of symbolic signilicance and obvious relation to 
' ideas,' — of all, in fact, that made Hamlet a. revelation 
to the Germanic world, told against Othella. The 
German interpretation of Shakespeare's mind has 
owed little, on the whole, to this most wonderful 
example of his concentrated, transparent, and har- 
monious art The earlier German appreciation of 
Othello is of little moment, and it is not with Lessing 
nor with Schlegel, but with Coleridge, that the higher 
criticism of the play begins. 

The plot of Othello was founded upon the twenty- Smtct 
seventh of the hundred novels in Cinthio's Hecaiom- 
mithi (Decad. tii, Nov, 7), which tells how 'a Moorish 
captain weds a citizen of Venice.' The Moor, who 
is unnamed, has dazzled the republic by splendid 
services. Disdemona, allured among the rest, loves 

' This performance is attested documents then eiiilent, vrhicb 
by Malooe on [he nutboiity of have since disappeared. 
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him 'for his prowess.' They are married, and live 
together in the utmost concord at Venice. At 
Disdemona's ardent entreaty she is allowed to 
accompany the expedition to Cyprus. Two of the 
Moor's officers, an ensign (alfiero) and a lieutenant 
{eapo di sqttadrd) are on terms of intimate friendship 
with him. The ensign makes love to Disdemona, 
and, failing to make her even comprehend his pro- 
posals, imagines that she is pre-engaged to the 
lieutenant His ' love ' changes to hate ; he accuses 
her of adultery with the Ueutenant. Accident pla^ 
into his hands. The lieutenant having been degraded 
for a casual breach of discipline, Disdemona appeals 
to the Moor to restore him, and the ensign drops the 
first poisonous insinuation into his ear. The stolen 
handkerchief completes his work ; but he fails to win > 
his wife's concurrence in the plot, and himself abstracts 
it from Disdemona's person while she is dandling his 
child. They arrange her death and the lieutenant's ; 
the ensign's attempt to assassinate him fails, but he 
beats her to death in her husband's presence with a 
stocking of'sand, and then t<^ther diey draw down 
the ceiling and give out to the alarmed neighbours who 
rush in that she has been killed by a beam. Then 
the ens^ accuses the Moor of her death, the Moor 
is tortured, banished, and finally killed by Disdemona's 
relations, while the ensign, escaping unscathed, con- 
tinues his old practices, and is finally put to death by 
torture for another and wholly unconnected crime. 

The novel, it will be seen, foreshadowed almost 
every incident in the play. But the tragic theme, of 
which Shakespeare made it so wonderfully expressive 
an instrument, is scarcely hinted. Its hero is the en- 
sign, its subject his various machinations; Disdemona 
and the Moor have a secondary interest, as his victim 
oihciio. and his dupe. The Moor's character is th^ least 
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defined of all ; but it was here that for Shakespeare 
the tragic problem lay; the situation of a simple, 
heroic nature, wrought by a worldly confidant to 
rupture his closest ties, had evident affinities with 
that of Brutus, and the resemblance grew under 
Shakespeare's hands. Like Bratus, Othello is too 
magnanimous, too self-confident, and too devoid of 
penetrating subtlety of bmin, to grapple successfully 
with a difScult situation. Both are, by the confession 
of friend and foe, men of noble nature, who do their 
butchery like ' sacrificers ' and not like butchers.' 
But Othello's nobleness is touched to immeasurably 
more tragic issues. Brutus' illusions are disastrous 
enough, but no horrible awakening follows his dream. 
He trusts Cassius when he ought to doubt him, and 
rejects his lead when he ought to follow itj buLthe 
result is for him only an heroic and honourable death 
entirely untouched by remorse. Othello's passionate, 
generous nature lavishes its confidences more ardently, 
and withdraws them more peremptorily, but a malignant 
fate lies in watch to bring his blunders home to him. 
He 'loves' Cassio, aqd never doubts honest. lago; 
his imagination is not alert to read either a ' soul of 
goodness in things evil,' or of evil in things seemingly 
good, but seizes ardendy upon the outer semblance 
of the man and glorifies to a god or degrades to a 
demon, fortifyii^ himself f^ainst every gleam of 
returning reason and insight by a fatuous energy of 
wilL Hence even the trickery of lago, gross and 
clumsy as it is, and poorly as it would figure in a 
drama of intrigue, completely succeeds. Othello's 
love, in its complexity, its intensity, and its blindness, 
has the very quaUty of tragic passion. 

The love of Romeo and Juliet is not tragic ; its 
intoxication ceases only with their breath, and it so 
' Julita Caiar, u. i. 166. 
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completely possesses and occupies their simple souls, 
that they present no point of vantage for disintegrating 
forces. But Othello's passion is an unstable com- 
pound of emotions that attach themselves to Des- 
demona's apparent attributes, — to the beauty his eyes 
rest on, and the purity he has no reason to doubt, — 
but have no access to her uncomprehended soul; 
and diaos descends upon him when lago's horrible 
craft severs the Desdemona of his senses from the 
Desdemona of his dreams. Nowhere is the chaos 
more perplexed than m the moment when, on the 
verge of the last desperate act, he stands slowly get- 
ting down behind successive illusions to the burning 
core of the pang that is impelling his vengeful hand. 
Had it pleased heaven to try him with affliction, 
shames, poverty, captivity, he would have found 
patience ; but to be a mark for scorn I And yet he 
could bear scorn too, — ^well, very well >-• 

But there, vheie I have gainer'd up mj beart. 

Where either I must lixe, or beat no iife ; 

The foaDtain from the which my cnneDt mns. 

Or else dries ap ; to be discarded thence ! , 

The character of Othello first became tn^c in 
Shakespeare's bands. Cinthio's Disdemona is a 
commonplace heroine enough, but the portrait 
furnished Shakespeare with one significant hint She 
is fascinated by the Moor's 'valour,'^ she 'loves him 
for the dangers he had passed' Her love, like his, 
is a love of the imagination, a perilous ecstasy of the 
idealising brain without secure root in the heart It 
was needful for her tragic fate that her love should 
not be the engrossing and imperious passion of a 
Juliet ; it had to leave her free for kindly interest in 
an unfortunate friend, and for innocent provoking 
coquetry on his behalf. She had to have enough of 
' ' Tratta non da a|^>etito donnesco, raa tSalla virtfi del Moro. ' 
190 
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the liveliness of Rosalind or Beatrice to run into 
danger, with enough of the innocence of Miranda to 
nui into it unawares ; something of Helena's audacity 
of enterprise, without her saving knowledge of men. 
'An inviting eye; and yet methinks i^ht modest,' 
is Cassio's sensitive appreciation of these dangerous 
disparities in her demeanour. In her relations with 
Othello, so far as we see them, she has betrayed her 
venturous frankness rather than her inward modesty. 
She has taken her fortune by storm : the shy maiden 
who repelled the advances of the curled darlings of 
the nation, has leapt into the sooty bosom of the 
Moor ; in the hour of union they are separated ; and 
Othello's destiny is already in the implacable grip of 
lago before he has had time to discover that a heart 
which moves with such light-hearted swiftness of im- 
pulse is one that can scarcely imagine or believe in 
sin. Cinthio's Moor had less excuse for his blindness ; 
he had lived at Venice for an indefinite time with 
his wife in perfect concord before the summons to 
Cyprus came. 

By consummate strokes such as these Shakespeare 
solved the problem of bringing the clumsy intrigue 
of his original into the sphere of psychological truth ; 
lago's plot is as ill calculated as the ensign's to 
wreck a normal marriage ; but it is launched against 
a relationship so delicately poised that a touch 
suifices for its ruin. 

In lago himself, on the contrary, Shakespeare iwo- 
deliberately set aside what was normal and plausible 
in his prototype. Cinthio's ensign is a stock person- 
age of Italian romance, — a rejected lover who takes 
vengeance by slandering the lady to her husband, 
lago, like all the tragic criminals of Shakespeare, has 
deeper springs of malignity than any personal offence 
can supply; 'offence' and 'vengeance' are only 
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the decent clothing of an indomitat^e impulse to 
contrive harm. He hotly denounces the appoint- 
ment of Cassioj the motive is calculated to con- 
vince Roderigo of his sincerity; but when it has 
served his purpose we hear no more of it The first 
soUloquy of the Second Act is a wonderful image of a 
mind shaping its course half blindly through seeth- 
ing fumes of hate, and darting now this way now 
that in the impatient effort to distinguish its course. 
Cassio loves Desdemona ; Desdemona loves Cassio ; 
nay, lago loves her himself; and he suspects that 
O^ello loves Emilia; therefore he will be even with 
him wife for wife ; then he harks back to his first 
idea : Othello shall believe that Cassio loves her, — 
and Cassio the victim at once assumes the semblance 
of the criminal, for ' I feai Cassio with my night-cap 
too.' His plan is brewing, but inchoate ; ' tis here,' 
as he says, ' but yet confused ' ; and when it grows 
clear, its execution owes more to happy chances skil- 
fully seized than to any decisive intervention of wilL 
Cinthio had given his ensign a touch of I^o's in- 
^dious reerve. ' I will not interfere between husband 
and wife, but keep your eyes open and you will see 
what I see,' is his first hint to the Moor ; and ' for 
all the Moor's entreaties he would go no further.' 
But this trait, like so many others, remains isolated 
in Cinthio. Shakespeare gives it a far wider signifi- 
cance, lago stands in the backgroimd and deals all 
the decisive strokes by the hands of others. The 
ensign has accomplices, lago has tools. The ensign's 
wife refuses to be an accomphce in Disdemona's 
death, but is cognisant of the plot (p. 300), and aware 
of the use to be made of the handkerchief which, 
however, her husband steals. lago secures the 
handkerchief by a less hazardous game, and besides 
enjoying the unconscious aid of Emilia has a second 
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innocent tool in the foolish young Roderiga The 
ensign himself murders Disdemona and does his 
best to murder the lieutenant; lago su^ests and 
retires, while Othello and Roderigo execute his will. 
In spite of his open participation, the ensign succeeds 
(quite incredibly) in transferring the whole blame to 
the Moor, and escapes scot free; while lago, with all his 
crafty dissimulation, falls a victim to his own cynical 
disbelief in honesty. Preoccupied with Desdemona's 
imaginary love-affairs, he overlooks Emilia's devotion 
to her new mistress, and the heroic daring which 
indignation will inspire in his despised and compliant 
wife. Thus lago, the most clear-sighted person of 
the play, shares the tragic blindness which befalls his 
victims, and becomes in his degree a tragic figure too. 
But Shakespeare is not yet, as in Madtlh, deeply 
engaged with the psychology of crime ; and he has 
long ceased to be allured by the mere terror and 
amazement of a crim_inal career, as in Richard III. 

Otheth occupies, with Lear, a transitional place 
between Julias Casar and Hamlet, where crime is 
either absent altogether, or is merely a condition of 
the action, and Macbeth, where it is the very stuff of 
the tragic plot Everywhere until we reach Maebeth, 
the focus of overpowering interest is not crime, but 
the ruinous perplexity engendered in a great and 
Dobte but ill-poised nature by agencies of which crime 
is only one, and not the most formidable. Not the 
king's crime but the paralysing fumes that rise from 
Denmark's unweeded garden beget the fatal perplexity 
of HamleL In OtMh the unweeded garden has 
become fragrant and wholesome; but its diffused 
nuikness and malignity are concentrated in the 
tongue of a single venomous serpent. 
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Scene I, Venue. A street. 
Enler RODERIGO and Iago. 
Rod!, Tush 1 never tell me ; I take it much 
luikindly 
That thou, Iago, who hast had my purse 
As if the strings were thine, shouldst know of this. 

laffi. 'Sblood, but you will not hear me : 
If ever I did dream of such a matter 
Abhor me. 

Rod. Thou told'st me thou didst hold him in 

thy hate. 
Iago. Despise me, if I do not. Three great 
ones of the city. 
In personal suit to make me his lieutenant, 
Off-capp'd to him : and, by the faith of man, 
I know my price, I am worth no worse a place : 
But he, as loving his own pride and purposes, 
Evades them, with a bombast circumstance 

13. tpmiasl circunjtlarue. txunbastjc cJrcuniJocVtoi).. 

'95 



o,.Co(>^le 



Othello, the 'Moor of Venice acti 

Horribly stuff d with epithet* of war ; 

And, in conclusion, 

Nonsuits my mediators : for/ ' Certes,' says he, 

' I have already chose my officer*' 

And what was he? 

Forsooth, a greafarithmetician, 

One Michael Cassio, a Florentine, » 

A fellow almost damn'd in a fair wife; 

That never set a squadron in the field, 

Nor the division of a battle knows 

More than a spinster ; unless the bookish theoric, 

Wherein the toged consuls can propose 

As masterly as he : mere prattle, without practice, 

Is all bis soldiership. But he, sir, had the election : 

And I, of whom his eyes had seen the proof 

At Rhodes, at Cyprus and on other grounds 

Christian and heathen, must be be-lee'd and calm'd 30 

By debitor and creditor : this counter-caster, 

He, in good time, must his lieutenant be, 

And I — God bless the mark ! — his Moorship's 

ancient 
Rod. By heaven, I rather would have been his 

hangman, 
logo. Why, there's no remedy; 'tis the curse 

of service, 
Preferment goes by letter and affection, 
And not by old gradation, where each second 
Stood heir to the first. Now, sir, be judge yourself 



ai. almsH damn'd in a fair 
wifi. The most plausible inter- 
pretation is ' almost married' to 


authority. 


Bianca; the epithet indicating 

tfaii match or lago'a scorn for 

34. thtorie. theory. 

25. toged, wearing the toga 


31. cBUnttr- caster, i.e. 
■ arithmetician ' ; he has been 
in the ■accounts brandi'l a 
■pen-and-ink soldier.' U 

32. in good lime, 'forsooth': 
here ironical, like ■ & la bonne 


of civil (as dislincl from militaiy) 


heu[«.' 
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sc. 1 Othello, the Moor of Venice 

Whether I in any just term am affined 
To love the Moor. 

Sod. I would not follow him then. 40 

^lago. O, sir, content you; / 

3 follow him to serve my turn upon him : / 

We cannot all be masters, nor ^ masters 
Cannot be truly follow'd. 1 You shall mark 
Many a duteous and kne^-crooldng knave, 
That, doting on his own obsequious bondage, 
Wears out his time, much like his master's ass. 
For nought but provender, and when he's old, 

cashier'd : 
Whip me such honest knaves. Others there are 
Who, trimm'd in forms and visages of duty, go 

Keep yet their hearts attending on theniselves. 
And, throwing but shows of service on their lords. 
Do well thrive by them, and when they have lined 

their coats 
Do themselves homage : these fellows have some 

soul; 
And such a one do I profess myselt For, sir. 
It is as sure as you are Roderigo, 
Were I the Moor, I would not be I«go : 
In following him, I follow but myself; 
Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty. 
But seeming so, for my peculiar end : 6a 

For when my outward action doth demonstrate 
The native act and figure of my heart 
In compliment extern, 'tis not long after 
But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve 
For daws to peck at : I am not what I am. 

Sod. What a full fortune does the thick-lips owe, 
If he can carry 't thus ! 

39. <S aayjuit term affined, t,a. visages, oulward sem- 

related (o him in such a way as blanccs. 
to be bound. 66, ouh, own. 
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Othello, the Moor of Venice act i 

lago. Call up her &ther. 

Rouse him : make after him, poison his delight, 
Proclaim him in the streets ; incense her kinsmen. 
And, though he in a fertile climate dwell, ^ 

Plague him with flies : though that his joy be joy, 
Yet throw such changes of vexation on t. 
As it may lose some colour. 

Rod. Here is her Other's house ; I '11 call aloud. 

lago. Do ; with like timorous accent and dire yell 
As when, by night and negligence, the fire 
Is spied in populous cities. 

Jtod. What, ho, Brabantio ! Signior Brabantio, 
ho! 

lago. Awake 1 what, ho, Brabantio ! thieves I 
thieves t thieves I 
Look to your bouse, your dat^hter and your bags ! to 
Thieves! thieves! 

Brabantio appears above, at a window. 
Bra. What is the reason of this terrible summons? 
What is the matter there ? 

Sod. Signior, is all your family within ? 
lago. Are your doors lock'd? 
Sra. Why, wherefore ask you this ? 

lago. 'Zounds, sir, you're robb'd; for shame, 
put on your gown ; 
Your heart is burst, you have lost half your soul ; 
Even now, now, very now, an old black ram 
Is tu[^ing your white ewe. Arise, arise ; 
Awake the snorting citizens with the bell, 9a 

Or else the devil will make a grandsire of you : 
Arise, I say. 

Bra, What, have you lost your wits ? 

Sod. Most reverend signior, do you know my 

voice ? 
Bra. Not I : what. are you?' 
398. 
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•c. I Othello, the Moor of Venice 

Rod. My name is Roderigo. 

Bra. The worser vekome : 

I have chained thee not to haunt about my doors : 
In honest plainness thou hast heard me say 
My daughter is not for thee ; and now, in madness, 
Being full of supper and distempering draughts, 
Upon maliqous bravery, dost thou come » 

To start my quiet. 

Rod. Sir, sir, air, — 

Sra, But thou must needs be sure 

My spirit and my place have in them power 
To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience, good sir. 

Bra. What tell'st thou me of robbing? this is 
Venice ; 
My house is not a grange. 

Rod. Most grave Brabantio, 

In simple and pure soul I come to you. 

lago. 'Zounds, sir, you are one of those that 
will not serve God, if the devil bid you. Because 
we come to do you service and you think we arc h 
rufSans, you 11 have your daughter covered with 
a Barbary horse ; you 11 have your nephews neigh 
to you ; you 'II have coursers for cousins and gen- 
nets for germans. 

Bra. What profane wretch art thou ? 

logo. I am one, sir, that comes to tell you your 
daughter and the Moor are now making the beast 
with two backs. 

Bra. Thou ait a villain. 

lago. Vou are — a senator. 

Bra. This thou shalt answer; I know thee, 
Roder^. K 

loo. i^jMn. oul of. 107. In simpUandfunifM, 

106. a grange, an aa&yios with absalutely honest intent. 
gnBOij, 113. m^iaei, giandsoiis. 
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Othello,, the Moor of Venice acti 

Kod. Sir, I will answer any thing. But, I be> 
seech you, 
If 't be your pleasure and most wise consent, 
As partly I find it is, that your feir dai^hter, 
At this odd-even and dull watch o' the night, 
TransporWdpwRh no wo'rse nor better guard 
But with a knave of common hire, a gdnflolier, 
To the gross clasps of a lascivious Moor, — ■ 
If this be known to you and your allowance 
We then have done you bold and saucy wrongs ; 
But if you know not this, my manners tell me \y, 
We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe 
That, from the sense of all civility, 
I thus would play and trifle with your reverence : 
Your daughter, if you have not given her leav^ 
I say again, hath made a gross revolt ; 
Tying her duty, beauty, wit and fortunes 
In an extravagant and wheeling stranger 
Of here and every where. Straight satisfy yourself: 
If she be in her chamber or your bouse. 
Let loose on me the justice of the state i^o 

For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder, ho I 

Give me a taper ! call up all my people I 
This accident is not unlike my dieam : 
Belief of it oppresses me already. 
Light, I say I light ! \Exit above. 

lago. Farewell ; for I must leave you : 

It seems not meet, nor wholesome to my place. 
To be produced — as, if 1 stay, I shall — 
gainst the Moor : for, I do know, the state. 
However this may gall him with some check, 
Cannot with safety cast him, for he's embark'd 150 

134. n£f-n«s, the undefined 134, dall, slumberous. 
time after midnigbt which may 13a. frotH, in vlolsiion of. 

be called either 'late' oj 'early.' 137. ixiravagaxt. wandering. 



8c. I Othello, the Moor of Venice 

With such loud reason to the Cyprus wars, 

Which even now stand in act, that, for their souls. 

Another of his fathom they have none. 

To lead their business : in which regard, 

Though I do hate him as I do hell-pains. 

Yet for necessity of present hfe, 

I must show out a flag and sign of love. 

Which is indeed but sign. That you shall surely 

find him. 
Lead to the Sagittary the raised search ; 
And there will I be with him. So, farewell. it 

[Exit. 

Mnter, below, Brabantio, in his tt^ht-gown, 
and Servants vnth torckes. 

Bra. It is too true an evil : gone she is ; 
And what 's to come of my despised time 
Is nought but bitterness. Now, Roderigo, 
Where didst thou see her? O unhappy girl ! 
With the Moor, say'st thou? Who would be a 

father ! 
How didst thou know 'twas she ? O, she deceives me 
Past thought ! What said she to you ? Get more 

tapers; ' 
Raise aJl my kindred. Are they marrjed, think you ? 

Rod. Truly, I think they are. 

Bra. O heaven ! How got she out ? O treason 
of the blood ! ^ ij 

Fathers, from hence trust not your daughters' minds 
By what you see them act. Is there not charms 

159. tht Sagittary; either of an archer is said still 10 exisi 
Ihe oame of an inn (cf. 'the It is not known, however, t 
Centaur ' io Com. of Erron) or have been so called, and th 
the ofticial residence of the 
military and naval commanders 
la the anenal, when the statue 
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Othello, the Moor of Venice act i 

By which the property of youth and maidhood 
May be abused ? Have you not read, Roderigo, 
Of some such thjng ? 

Rod. Yes, sir, I have indeed. 

Bra. Call up my brother. O, would you bad 
had her! 
Some one way, some another. Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor ? 

Rod. I think I can discover him, if you please 
To get good guard and go along with me. i8a 

Bra. Pray you, lead on. At every house I HI 
call; 
I may command at most Get weapons, ho ! 
And raise some special ofhcers of night 
On, good Roderigo : I '11 deserve your pains. 

\Exatnt. 



Scene II. Another street. 

Enter Othello, Iago, and Attendants with 
torches. 

Iago. Though in the trade of war I have slain 
men. 
Yet do I hold it very stuff o' the conscience 
To do no cdntrived murder : I lack iniquity 
Sometimes to do me service : nine or ten times 
I had thought to have yerk'd him here under the 
ribs. 
0th. 'Tis better as it is. 
Iago. Nay, but he prated, 

And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms 
Against your honour 
That, with the Uttle godliness I have, 

173. prBf€r^, (virtue) proper to. 5. ytrHd^ tlmiM. 
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ac. II Othello, the Moor of VeniO: 

I did full hard forbear him. But, I pray you, sir, » 

Are you fast married ? Be assured of this, 

That the magnifico is much beloved. 

And hath in his effect a voice potential 

As double as the duke's : he will divorce you. 

Or put upon you what restraint and grievance 

The law, with all his might to enforce it on. 

Will give him cable. 

Oti. Let him do his spite : 

My services which I have done the signiory 
Shall out-tongue his complaints. 'Tis yet to know,— 
Which, when I know that boasting is an honour, » 
I shall promulgate — I fetch my life and being 
From men of royal siege, and my demerits 
May speak unbonneted to as proud a fortune 
As this that I have reach'd : for know, lago, 
But that I love the gentle Desdemona, 
I would not my unhoused free condition 
Put into circumscription and confine 
For the sea's worth. But, look I what lights come 
yond? 

/ago. Those are the raised father and his friends : 
You were best go in. 

Oti. Not I ; I must be found ; jg 

My parts, my title and my perfect soul 
Shall manifest me rightly. Is it they ? 

lago. By Janus, I think no. 

Enter Ct>^io, and certain Officers wttk torches, 
0th, The servants of the duke, and my lieu- 
tenant 
The goodness of the night upon you, ftie^nds ! 

14. As detiiU, as predomi- baring Ihe head (cf. ' cap- 
nating over olhers. ping '). 

33. sUgi, rank. 27. liretaascriflioH, limits. 

lb. iemeritt, merits. 31. ftrftct soul, flawlssi 

33. uaiantnted. without hououi. 



U5.t.z5.JbyC,00'^lc 



Othello, the Moor of Venice act ; 

What is the news ? 

Cas. The duke does greet you, general, 

And he requires your baste-post-baste appearance, 
Even on the instant 

0th. What is the mtUter, think you ? 

Cas. Something from i3|^rus, as I may divine : 
It is a business of som&oKtt : 'Cos galleys « 

Have sent a dozen sequent messengers 
This very night at one another's heels, 
And many c^ the consub, raised and met, 
Are at the duke's already : you have been hotly 

call'd for ; 
When, being not at your lodging to be found. 
The senate hath sent about three several quests 
To search you out 

Oth. Tis well I am found by you. 

I will but spend a word here in the house. 
And go with you. [Exit. 

Cas. Ancient, what makes he here? 

/nfo. 'Faith, heto-night hath boarded a land carack-.s 
If it prove lawful prize, he *s made for ever. 

Cas. I do not understand. 

lago. He's married. 

Cos. To who? 

Re-enUr Othkllo. 

lago. Marry, to — Come, captain, will you go ? 

Oth. If ave with you. 

Cas. Here comes another troop to seek for you. 

/ago. It is Brabantio. Genend, be advised ; 
He comes to bad intent. 

Enter Brabantio, Roderigo, and Officers wttk 

torclies and weapons. 
Oth. Holla ! stand there ! 

46. aioul. round. vessel. 

50. taratk, laige mercbant- 55. ii advised, take care. 
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sc. II Othello, the Moor of Venice 

Hod. Signior, it is the Moor. 

£ra. Down with him, thief? 

[They draw en both sides. 

Jago. You, Roderigo I c^e, sir, I am for you. 

0th. Keep up your bri j^ s woids, for the dew 
will Tust them. ^^^ 

Good signior, you sl^il mn^jphmiand with years &. 
Than with your weapons. 

Bra. O thou foul thie^ where hast thou stow'd 
^ my daughter P 
rnRn'd as thou art, thon hast enchanted her ; 
For I '11 refer me to all things of sense. 
If she in chains of magic were not bound, 
Whethw' a maid so tender, fair and happy, 
S<9o^osite to marriage that she shunn'd 
The wealthy curled darlings of our nation, 
Would ever have, to incur a general moclc, 
Run from her guardage to the sooty bosom 7a 

Of such a thing as thou, to fear, not to delighw 
Judge me the world, if 'tis not gross in sense 
That thou hast practised on her with foul charms, 
Abused her delicate youth with drugs or minerals 
That weaken motion : I '11 have 't disputed on ; 
"Tis probable and palpable to thinking. 
I therefore apprehend and do attach thee 
For an abuser of the vrorld, a practiser 
Of arts inhibited and out of warrant 
Lay hold upon him : if he do resist, u. 

Subdue him at his peril. 

0th. Hold your hands. 

Both you of my inclining, and the rest : 
Were it my cue to fight, I should have known it 
Without a prompter. Where will you that I go 

71. to fiar, (Riled) to ler- takabl; clear. 
riff. 75. metioti, Datural impulse. 

73. grvji iit laist, unmii- 79. inhiiiltd, pTobibiled. 
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Othello, the Moor of Venice *cti 

To answer this your chaise 7 

Bra. To prison, till fit time 

Of law and course of direct session 
Call thee to answer. 

Oth. W^ if I do obey? 

How may the dake iM^^kpwith satisfied, 
Whose messengers an^H abo# my side, 
Upon some present business of the state 9a 

To bring me to htm? 

Mrsl Off. Tis true, most worthy signior^ 

The duke 's in council, and your noble self, ^ 

I am sure, is sent for. 

Bra. How ! the duke in council ! 

In this time of the night ! Bring him away %^ 
Mine 's not an idle cause : the duke himself, V • 
Or any of my brothers of the state, 
Cannot but feel this wrong as 'twere their own ; 
For if such actions may have passage free, 
Bond-slaves and pagans shall our statesmen be. 

\Exeunt. 



Scene III. A etmndl-diamber. 

The Duke and Senators sitHng at a table ; 
Officers attending. 

Duhe. There is no composition in these news 
That gives them credit. 

First Sen. Indeed, they are disproportion'd ; 
My letters say a hundred and seven galleys. 

Duke. And mine, a hundred and forty. 

Sec. Sen. And mine, two hundred t 

But though they jump not on a just account, — 
As in these cases, where the aim reports, 

r. eamfaiitioa, coherence. 5. jtai^, ^ree. 

6. aim, confccture. 
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»c. Ill Othello, the Moor of Venice 

Tis oft with difference — yet do they all confinn 
A Tiukish fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 

Duke. Nay, it is possible enough to judgement : 
I do not so secure me in the error, » 

But the main article I do ai^rove 
In feaifiil sense. 

Sailor. [ Within\ What, ho ! what, ho t what, ho I 

First Of. A messenger from the galleys. 

Enter a Sailor. 

Duke. Now, what's the business? 

Sail. The Turkish preparation makes for Rhodes ; 
So was I bid report here to the state 
By Signior Angelo. 

Duke. How say you by this change ? 

Jnrst Sen. This cannot be, 

By no assay of reason : 'tis a pageant^ 
To keep us in false gaze. When we consider 
The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk, » 

And let ourselves again but understand, 
That as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, 
So may be with more facile question bear it. 
For that it stands not in such warlike brace. 
But altogether lacks the abilities 
That Rhodes is dress'd in ; if we make thought of 

this, 
We must not think the Turk is so unskilful 
To leave that latest which concerns him first. 
Neglecting an attempt of ease and gain, 
To wake and wage a danger profitless. 31, 

II. Ihe main articU I do of the play deaHf fitUs in ihe 

apprwi, I admit the substantial interval, 

tniih of the report. 34. iraci, armour, heooe State 

18, asiay.tta. of defence. 

30, Tlu importancy, etc. , j ,., 

Cyprus belonged to Venice from "" '*'*"'». anayed. 

1489 till 1571, when it was 30, wait and wage, rouEe 

ialcenbytheTurics, Tbeactioii and confronL 
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Othello, the Moor of Venice act i 

Duke. Nay, in all confidence, be 's not for Rhodes. 
pint Off. Here is more newi 

EnUr a Messenger. 
Mess. The Ottomttcs, reverend and gracious, 
Steering with due course towards the isle of 

Rhodes, 
Have there injointed them with an after fleet 
First Sen. Ay, so I thought How many, as 

you guess ? 
Mess, Of thirty sail : and now they do re-stem 
Their backward course, bearing with frank ap- 
pearance 
Their purposes toward Cyprus. Signior Montano, 
Your trusty and most yaliant servitor, 40 

With his free duty recommends you thus, 
And prays you to believe him. 

Duke. Tis certain, then, for Cyprus. 
Marcus Luccicos, is not he in town ? 
First Sen. He 's now in Florence. 
Duke. Write from us to him; post-post-haste 

dispatch. 
Mrst Sen. Here comes Brabantio and the valiant 
Moor. 

Enter Brabaktio, Othello, Iago, Rodkrioo, 

ami Officers. 
Duie. Valiant Othello, we must straight employ 
you 
Against the general enemy Ottoman. 
[To Braiantid] I did not see you ; welcome, gende 

signior ; s<> 

We lack'd your counsel and your help to-nighL 
Sra. So did I yours. Good your grace, pardon 

35. iitjtiiUtd t^em, imlMd Uwlr forces. 
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sc. in Othello, the Moor of Venice 

Neither my place nor aught I heard of business 
Hath raised me from my bed, noi doth the geneial 

care 
Take hold on me, for my particular grief 
Is of so flood-gate and o'eibearing nature 
That it engluts and swallows other eotiows 
And it is still itselC 

Duie. Why, what 's the matter } 

Bra. My daughter ! O, my daughter \ 

Duke and Sen. Dead ? 

£ra. Ay, to mc; 

She is abused, stol'n from me, and corrupted t 

By spells and medicines bought of mountebanks ; 
For nature so preposterously to err, 
Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense, 
Sana witchcraft could not. 

Duie. Whoe'er he be that in this foul proceeding 
Hath thus beguiled your daughter of herself 
And you of her, the bloody book of law 
You shall yourself read in the bitter letter 
After your own sense, yea, though our proper son 
Stood in your action. 

Bra. Humbly I thank your grace. ] 

Here is the man, this Moot, whom now, it seems, 
Vour special mandate for the state-affairs 
Hath hither brought. 

Duie and Sen. We are very sorry for 't. 

Duke. [To OlAeUo] What, in your own part, 
can you say to this ? 

Bra. Nothing, but this is so. -> 

0/k. Most potent, grave, and reverend signiois, 
My very noble and approved good masters. 
That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter, 

57. tngluts, devouts, 69. profer. own. 

iit,readinthtHtterliittr,\.K, 70. Stood in yovr acHmt, int 

have il carried out lo ttlc letter. the object of yaur ar 
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It is most true ; true, I have married her ; 

The very (lead and front of my oRending i 

Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my 

speech, 
And litde bless'd with the soft phrase of peace : 
For since these arms of mine had seven years' 

pith, 
Till now some nine moons wasted, they have used 
Their dearest action in the tented field ; 
And little of this great world can I speak. 
More than pertains to feats of broil and battle. 
And therefore little shall I grace my cause 
In speaking for myself. Yet, by your gracious 

patience, 
I will a round unvamish'd tale deliver- ; 

Of my whole course of love; what drugs, what 

charms, 
What conjuration and what mighty magic — 
For such proceeding I am charged withal — 
I won his daughter. 

Bra. A maiden never bold ; 

Of spirit so still and quiet, that her motion 
Blush'd at herself ; and she — in spite of nature, 
Of years, of country, credit, every thing — 
To fall in love with what she fear'd to look on ! 
It is a judgement maim'd and most imperfect 
Tiiat will confess perfection so could err u 

Against all rules of nature ; and must be driven 
To find out practices of cunning hell, 
Why this should be. I therefore vouch again 
That with some mixtures powerful o'er the blood, 
Or with some dram conjured to this effect. 
He wrought upon her. 

Duke. To vouch this, is no proo^ 

Without more wider and more overt test 
9a roH»d, pltuD. 
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sc. Ill Othello, the Moor of Venice 

Than these thin habits and poor likelihoods 
Of modem seeming do prefer against him. 

First Sen. But, Othello, speak : » 

Did you by indirect and forced courses 
Subdue and poison this young maid's affections? 
Or came it by request and such fair question 
As soul to soul afibrdeth ? 

Oth. I do beseech you, 

Send for the tady to the S^ittary, 
And let her speak of me before her &ther : 
If you do find me foul in her report, 
The trust, the office I do hold of you. 
Not only take away, but let your sentence 
Even fall upon my life. 

Duhe. Fetch Desdemona hither. » 

Oth. Ancient, conduct them: you best know 
the place. \Exetini lago and Attendants. 

And, till she come, as truly as to heaven 
I do confess the vices of my blood. 
So justly to your grave ears I 'II present 
How I did thrive in this fair lady's love, 
And she in mine. 

Duke. Say it, Othello. 

Otk. Her father loved me ; oft invited me ; 
Still question'd me the story of my life. 
From year to year, the battles, sieges, fortunes, ii 
That I have pass'd. 

I ran it through, even from my boyish days. 
To the very moment that he bade me tell it ; 
Wherein I spake of most disastrous chances, 
Of moving accidents by flood and field. 
Of bait- breadth scapes i' the imminent deadly 

breach, 
Of being taken by the insolent foe 
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And sold to slavery, of my redemption thence 
And portance in my travels' history : 
Wherein of antres vast and deserts idle, », 

Rough quarries, rocks and bills whose heads touch 

heaven, 
It was my hint to speak, — such was the process : 
And of the Cannibals that each other eat, 
The Anthropophagi, and men whose beads' 
Do grow beneath their shoulders. This to hear 
Would Desdemona seriously incline : 
But still the house-aflairs would draw her thence ; 
Which ever as she could with haste dispatch. 
She 'Id come again, and with a greedy ear 
Devour up my discourse : which I observing, i; 

Took once a phant hour, and found good means 
To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart 
ITiat I would all my pilgrimj^e dilate, 
Whereof by parcels she had something beard, 
But not intentively : I did consent, 
And often did beguile her of her tears, 
When I did speak of some distressful stroke 
That my youth suffer'd. My story being done. 
She gave me for my pains a world of sighs : 
She swore, in faith, 'twas strange, 'twas passing 

strange, n 

Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful ; 
She wish'd she bad not heard it, yet she wlsh'd 
That heaven had made her such a man: she 

thank'd me, 
And bade me, if I had a friend that loved her, 
I should but teach him how to tell my story, 
And that would woo her. Upon this bint I spake : > 

139. fertiiue, bearing. 14a. ta*t, tbeme. 

ib. frflwi' / so Qq ( ■ tra- 
vells'); Ff ■ira.vcllera.' 144. Aitlhrnfepkagi, caim 
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sc. ui Othello, the Moor of Venice 

^he loved me for the dangers I had pass'd, 

[And I loved her that she did pity them. 

This only is the witchcraft I have used : 

Here comes the lady ; let her witness it. i; 

Enter Desdbmona, Iago, and Attendants. 

Duke. I think this tale would win my daughter 
too. 
Good Brabantio, 

Take up this mangled matter at the best : 
Men do their broken weapons rather use 
Than their bare hands. 

Bra. I pray you, hear her speak : 

If she confess that she was half the wooer, 
Destruction on my head, if my bad blame 
Light on the man ! Come hither, gentle mistress : 
Do you perceive in all this noble company 
Where most yoti owe obedience ? 

Dfs. My noble father, n 

I do perceive here a divided duty : 
To you I am bound for life and education ; 
My life and education both do learn me 
How to respect you ; you are the lord of duty; 
I am hitherto your daughter: but here's my 

husband, 
And so much duty as my mother show'd 
To you, preferring you before her father. 
So much I challenge that I may profess 
Due to the Moor my lord. 

Bra. God be wi' you ! I have done. 

Please it your grace, on to the state-aff^rs: i\ 

I had rather to adopt a child than get it 
Come hither. Moor ; 

I here do give thee that with all my heart 
Which, but thou hast already, with all my Tieurt 
183. tJucatian, up-bringing, 
3»3 
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I would keep from thee. For your sake, jewel, 
I am glad at soul I have no other child ; 
For thy escape would teach me tyranny, 
To hang clf^s on them. I have done, my lord. 
Duke. Let me speak like yourself, and lay a 

sentence, 
Which, as a grise or stei^ may help these lovers »□ 
Into your &vour. 

(when remedies are past, the griefs are ended 
By seeing the worst, which late on hopes depended. 
To mourn a mischief that is past and gone 
Is the next way to draw new mischief on. 
What cannot be preserved when fortune takes, 
Patience her injury a mockery makes. 
Tbe robb'd that smiles steals something from the 

thief; 
He robs Mmself that spends a bootless grief.) 

Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us b^uile > >» 
We lose it not, so long as we can smile. 
He bears the sentence well that nothing bears 
But tbe free comfort which from thence he hears, 
But he bears both the sentence and the sorrow 
That, to pay grief) must of poor patience borrow. 
These sentences, to sugar, or to gall, 
Being strong on both sides, are equivocal : 
But words are words ; I never yet did hear 
That the bruised heart was pierced through the ear. 
I humbly beseech you, proceed to the affairs of 

state. «o 

Duke. The Turk with a most mighty prepara- 
tion makes for Cyprus. Othello, the fortitude 

199. Eh{ yourself, xiW-voxHA Bratiantio billerly continues tbe 

become you to 5p«k. play. 

aoo. grist, stage, degree. 207. ' Pstieatce laughs, &t the 

aoa f. Rbymes were Ihe lo^. ' 

common gaib of moral ' sen- st6. to sugar, er lo gall; 

fences' in Eli^abetban drama, (dependlag on ' are equivocal '). 

■^ '^^ xl^' 
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of the place is best known to you ; and though 
we have there a substitute of most allowed suffi- 
ciency, yet opinion, a sovereign mistress of effects, 
throws a more safer voice on you : you must 
therefore be content to slubber the gloss of your 
new fortunes with this more stubborn and bois- 
terous expedition. 

0th. The tyrant custom, most grave senators, aas 
Hath made the flinty and steel couch of war 
My thrice-driven bed of down : I do agnize 
A natural and prompt alacrity 
I find in hardness, and do undertake 
These present wars against the Ottomites. 
Most humbly therefore bending to your state, 
I crave tit disposition for my wife^ 
Due reference of place and exhibition, 
With such accommodation and besort 
As leveb with her breeding. 

Duke. If you please, »n 

Be't at her father's. 

Bra. 1 11 not have it so. 

Otk. Nor I. 

Des. Nor I ; I would not there reside. 

To put my father in impatient thoughts 
By being in his eye. Most gracious duke. 
To my unfolding lend your prosperous ear, 
And let me find a charter in your voice. 
To assist ray simpleness. 

Duke. What would you, Desdemona? 

Des. That I did love the Moor to live with him. 
My downright violence and storm of fortunes 19a 

May trumpet to the world : my heart 's subdued 

237. slubber, si&f. 338. 'Assignmenlofresidence 

33a. ihriit • driven, thrice and maintenance.' 

winnowed, so aslo contain only 939. aaanaiioilatisn and it- 

tbe liglitesl and softest down. sorl, becoming accommoda- 

333. agnite, acknowledge. lioa. 

3»5 
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Even to the very quality of ray lord : 

I saw Othello's vis^e in his mind, 

And to his honouts and his valiant parts 

Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate 

So that, dear lords, if I be left behind, 

A moth of peace, and he go to the war, 

The rites for which I love him are bereft me. 

And I a heavy interim shall support 

By his dear absence. Let me go with him. aia 

Ofk. Let her have your voices. 
Vouch with me, heaven, I therefore beg it not, 
To please the palate of my appetite, 
Nor to comply with heat— the yoong affects 
In me defiinct — and proper satisfoction. 
But to be free and bounteous to her mind : 
And heaven defend your good souls, that you think 
I will your serious and great business scant 
For she is with me : no, when Ught-wing'd toys 
Of feather'd Cupid seel with wanton dullness 370 

My speculative and otBced instruments. 
That my disports corrupt and taint my business, 
Let housewives make a skillet of my helm. 
And all indign and base adversities 
Make head against my estimation J 

Duke. Be it as you shall privately determine. 
Either for her stay or going : the afiair cries haste. 
And speed must answer it 

First Sen. You must away ^ 

Otk. \With all my heaitj 



364. affecis, passions. 370. letl, bbndCoU (>. 

365. mi. C^idl's reading for offalcoary). 
Qq. Ff ' my ' has been eenerally 371. My ifiaulaiivt and 
adoptei). affiad iHslrmmaiti, my m- 

965. proper, peracmal. strumeoU of vukm, chaiged 

367. dtfitid jnmr good uruli, with a special (ask. Ff 



IMat you tkink, forbid, tliat you 

should think. 373. ikiUet, kttlle. ^ '\ 
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sc. Ill Othello, the Moor of Venice 

Unit. At nine i' the mining here we '11 meet 
again. >i 

Othello, leave some officer behind, 
And he shall our commission bring to you ; 
With such things else of quality and respect 
As doth import you. 

OtA. So please your grace, my ancient ; 

A man be is of honesty and trust : 
To hb conveyance I assign my wifi^ 
With what else needful your good grace shall think 
To be sent after me. 

Ihtie. Let it be so. 

Good night to every one. [To Srab.'] And, noble 

s^ior. 
If virtue no delighted beauty lack, •, 

Your son-in-law is far more fair than black. 

Jiirst Sen. Adieu, brave Moor ; use Desdeniona 
well 

Sra. Look to her. Moor, if thou hast eyes ^o 
see: 
She has deceived her father, and may thee. 

{Exeunt Duke, Senators, Offian, etc. 

Otk. My life upon her faith ! Honest lago, 
My Desdemona must I leave to thee : 
I prithee, let thy wife attend on her ; 
And bring them after in the best advantage. 
Come, Desdemona ; I have but an hour 
Of love, of worldly matters and direction, jo 

To spend with thee : we must obey the time. 

[Exeunt Othello and Desdemona. 

Rod. lago, — 

lago. What say'st thou, noble hea« ? 

Rod. What will I do, thinkcst thou ? 

lago. Why, go to bed, and sleep. 

Rod. I will incontinently drown myself. 
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lago. If thou dost, I shall never love thee 
after. Why, thou silly gentleman ! 

Rod. It is silliness to live when to live is tor- 
ment ; and then have we a prescription to die 310 
when death is our physician. 

logo. O villanous I I have looked upon the 
world for four times seven years; and since I 
could distinguish betwixt a benefit and an injury, 
I never found man that knew how to love himself. 
Ere I would say I would drown myself for the 
lore of a guinea-hen, I would change my humanity 
with a baboon. 

Rod. What should I do? I confess it is my 
shame to be so fond ; but it is not in my virtue to yx, 
amend it. 

lago. Virtue ! a fig ! lis in ourselves that we 
are thus or thus. Our bodies are gardens, to 
the which our wills are gardeners ; so that if we 
will plant nettles or sow lettuce, set hyssop and 
weed up thyme, supply it with one gender of 
herbs or distract it with many, either to have it 
sterile with idleness or manured with industry, 
why, the power and corrigible authority of this 
lies in our wills. If the balance of our lives had 330 
not one scale of reason to poise another of sen- 
suality, the blood and baseness of our natures 
would conduct us to most preposterous conclu- 
sions : but we have reason to cool our raging 
motions, our carnal stings, our unbitted lusts; 
whereof I take this that you call love to be a sect 
or scion. 

Rod. It cannot be. 

/- logo. It is merely a lust of the blood and a 
permission of the will Come, be a man. Drown 34a 






333. an gardens ; so Q<j. Ff ' are 01 
338. manurid, tilled. 
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thyself! drown cats and blind puppies. I Iiave 
professed me thy friend, and I confess me Icnit to 
thy deserving with cables of perdurable tough- 
ness; I could never better stead thee than now. 
Put money in thy purse; follow thou the wars; 
defeat thy &vour with an usurped bcaid ; I say, 
put money in thy purse. It cannot be that Des- 
demona should long continue her love to the 
Moor — put money in thy purse — nor he his to 
her : it was a violent commencement, and thou sm 
shall see an answerable sequestration ; — put but 
money in thy purse. These Moors are change- 
able in their wills : — fill thy purse with money : — 
the food that to him now is as luscious as locusts, 
shall be to him shortly as bitter as coloquintida. 
She must change for youth : when she is sated 
with his body, she will find the error of her 
choice ; she must have change, she must : there-'l^k 
fore put money in thy purse. If thou wilt needs 
damn thyself, do it a more delicate way than 3&1 
drowning. Make all the money thou canst : if 
sanctimony and a frail vow betwixt an erring 
barbarian and a supersubtle Venetian be not too 

343- fierdurailt, tndaring. 'locusts' (Matt. lii. 4) is ei- 

346. dtfial thy favour, dis- plained : (i) all fmjtsand trees; 

figure thy face. (a) tops of heibs or plants ; (3) 

354. luscious as locusts- It a sort of herb so called growinjf 

ii hard to decide between three in Palestine ; (4) ■ a cenain vile 

ways of explaining the phrase : creature so called. There were 

(i) lomsts are said to be an divers kinds of them, some 

actual delicacy in the East ; hurtful and venoraoua, others 

(a) Ihey may be called 'luscious' commodious for meat [i.e. 

through associatioQ with 'wild edible].' L.] 
honec ' as the food of John 355. coloquinlida, the fniil 

the BaptiEl ; (3) ' locusts ' may of the bitter-apple, colocynth. 
mean the fruit of the carob-tree. 36a. erring, wandering (cf. 

[In the Complett Christian Die- 'extravagant and wheeUng'). 
Jfouo<7 of Wilson, Bagnell, and 363. iariarian. with a play 

SijDpMa, seienth edition, 1&61, upon Baibarj. 
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hard for my wits and all the tribe of bell, thou 
sbalt enjoy her; therefore make money. A ^ox 
of drowning thyself ! it is dean out of the my : 
seek thou rather to be banged in compassii^ thy 
joy than to be drowned and go without her. 

JioJ. Wilt thou be fast to my h<^>es, if I depend 
on the issue? jt" 

/ag». Thou art sure of me : go, make money : 
I have told thee often, and I re-tell thee again 
and again, I hate the Moor : my cause is hearted ; 
thine hath no less reason. Let us be conjunctive 
in our revenge against him : if thou canst cuckold 
him, thou dost thyself a pleasure, me a sport 
There are many events in ttw womb of time which 
will be delivered. Traverse ; go ; provide thy 
money. We will have more of this to-moirow. 
Adie a ^ 

^Kfhd. Where shall we meet i' the morning ? 
. lago. At my lodging. 
* ■ ' Rod. ni be with thee betimes. 

lago. Go to ; faiewelL Do you hear, Rode- 
/ rigo? 

Rod. What say you ? 

1(^0. No more of drowning, do you hear? 

Rod. I am changed : I '11 go sell all my land. 

Ii^o. Thus do I ever make my fool my purse ; 
For I mine own gain'd knowledge should profane, j^ <' 
If I would time expend with such a snipe. 
But for my sport and profiL I hate the Moor ; 
And it is thought abroad, that 'twist my sheets 
He has done my office : I know not if 't be true ; 
But I, for mere suspicion in that kind. 
Will do as if for surety. He holds me well ; 
The better shall my purpose work on bim. 
378. TriOiiTse, marcb. 
3ao 
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Cassio 'a a. proper man : let me see now : 
To get his place and to plume up my will 
In double knavery — How, how ? — Let 'a see : — 4 
After some time, to abuse Othello's ear 
That he is too iamiliar with his wife. 
He hath a person and a smooth dispose 
To be suspected, framed to make women false. 
The Moor is of a free and open nature, 
That thinks men honest that but seem to be so, 
And will as tenderly be led by the nose 
As asses are. 

I have t It is engender'd. Hell and night 
Must brii^ this monstrous birth to the world's 
light [Exit , 



Scene I. A Sea-port in Cyprus. An open 
place mar the quay. 

Enter Montano and two Gentlemen. 
Mon. What from the cape can you discern at 

sea? 
First Gent. Nothing at all : it is a high-wrought 
flood; 
I caimot, "twixt the heaven and the main, 
Descry a sail. 

Mon. Methinks the wind hath spoke aloud at 
land; 
A fuller blast ne'er shook our battlements : 
If it hath ruffian'd so upon the sea, 
What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on them, 

403. disfose, dkspositimi. 
VOL. VIII 321 Y 
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Can hold the mortise? What shall we hear of 
this? 

Set. Gent. A K^jregattOD of the Turkish fleet : » 
For do but stand upon the foaming shore, 
The chidden billov seems to pelt the clouds ; 
The wind-shaked smge, with high and monstnniB 

mane, 
Seems to cast water on the bumiog bear, 
And quench the guards of the ever-fiz'd pole : 
I never did like molestation view 
On tiie enchafed flood. 

Sfon. If that the Turkish fleet 

Be not enshelter'd and embay'd, they are drovra'd ; 
It is impossible they bear it out. 

EnUr a third Gentleman. 

Third Gtnt. Mews, lads ! our wars are don& « 
The desperate tempest hath so bang'd the Turks, 
That theii designment halts : a noble ship of Venice 
Hath seen a grievous wrack and sufferance 
On most part of their fleet 

Mon. Howl is this true? 

Third Gent. The ship is bere put in, 

A Veronesa; Michael Cassio, 
Lieutenant to the warlike Moor Othdlo, 
Is come on shore : the Moor himself at sea, 
And is in full commission here for Cyprus. 

Mon. I am glad on 't : 'tis a worthy governor. 30 

TMrd Gent. But this same Cassio, though he 
speak of comfort 
Touching the Turkish loss, yet he looks sadly, 
And prays the Moor be safe ; for they were patted 
With foul and violent tempest. 

36. ^'«n9«Oa{Qq'Ven)iiexsa' : a ship equipped by Verons, a 
Ff ' Verennesia,' as an epilhet Venelian dependency, 
of 'Michael Cuiio'), probably 
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Mon. Pray heavens be be ; 

For I have served him, and the man commands 
lilce a full soldier. Let 's to the seaside, ho I 
As well to see the vessel that 's come in 
As to throw out oar eyes for brave Othellc^ 
Even till we make the main and the aerial blue 
An indistinct r^;ard. 

7^ir4 Gent. Come, let 's do so ; ^ 

For every minute is expectancy 
Of more arrivaace. 

Enter Cassio. 

Cai. Thanks, you the valiant of this warlike isle, 
That so approve the Moor 1 O, let the heavens 
Give him defence against the elements, 
For I have lost him on a dangerous sea. 

Man. Is he well shipp'd? 

Cos. His bark is stoutly timber'd, and his |»lot 
Of very expert and approved allowance ; 
Therefore my hopes, not surfeited to d^th, s» 

Stand in bold cure. 

\^A cry witUn ' A sail, a sail, a sail ! ' 

Enter a fourth Gentleman. 
Cas. What noise ? 

Fourth Gent. The town is empty ; on the brow 
o' the sea 
Stand ranks of people, and they ciy ' A sail ! ' 
Cas. My hopes do shape him for the governor. 
[G«JM heco'd. 

39, 40. UK Moie ... OR reputation. 
indtttinct ttgatd; till they mdt 50. my kopa, not naftited ia 

logetber on the horizoo'i rei^e. diaik, stiaid in bold mrt ; dcH 

4a. arrivaiia, company having extravaganilj indulged 

coming. his hopes he has a good {xvspect 

49. afpnived allouaiat, tried o( (heii fulfilmeaL 
3*3 
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See. Gent, llier do dbchaige their shot of 
courtesy: 
Oar friends at least 

Cos. I ^ay you, sir, go forth, 

And give us truth who 'tis that is arrived. 

Sec. Gent. I shaU. [Exit. 

Mart. But, good lieutenant, is your general 
wived ? «i> 

Cos. Most fortunately : he hath achieved a m^ 
That paragons description and wild &mc ; 
One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens, 
And in the essential vesture of creation 
Does tire the ingener. 

Rt-enter second Gentleman. 

How now I who has put in ? 
Sec. Gent. Tis one lago, ancient to the general 
Cta. 'Has had most favourable and happy speed : 
Tempests themselves, high seas and howling winds, 
The guttei'd rocks and congregated sands, — 
Traitors ensteep'd to clog the guildess keel, — ja 
As having sense of beauty, do omit 
Their mortal natures, letting go safely by 
The divine Desdemona. 

Mon. What is she P 

Cos. She that I spake o^ our great captain's 
captain, 
Left in the conduct of the bold lago. 
Whose footing here anticipates our thoughts 
A se'nnighf s speed. Great Jove, Othello guard. 
And swell his sail with thine own powerful breath, 

63, fBinb, flouriahcL £9. guttei'd. indented, p'cr- 

63. tloMtming, describing. hftps ' einbedded ia mod at 

£5. ingmer, inTentor. deviser, ooze.' accxTding to tbe Scotch 

Her native quality omstripi dtc and Irish serue of ' gulter,' L.] 

rces of art to describe it 70. milttf'd, lying hiddm in 

'tfoi. bebM(Ffha'«'}. thewMer. 
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That he may bless this bay with his tall ship, 
Make love's quick pants in Desdemona's anns, ta 
Give renew*!! fire to our extincted spirits, 
And tuing all Cyprus comfort 1 

Enter Desdemona, Euilia, Iago, Rodekigo, 
and Attendants. 

O, behold, 
The riches of the ship is come on shore ! 
Ye men of Cyprus, let her have your knees. 
Hail to thee, lady ! and the grace of heaven, 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand, 
Enwheel thee round ! 

/)«. I thank you, valiant Cassio. 

What tidings can you tell me of my lord 7 

Car. He is not yet arrived : nor know I aught 
But that he 's well and will be shortly here. 90 

I>es. O, but I fear — How lost you company ? 
Cos. The great contention of the sea and skies 
Parted our fellowship — But, hark ! a sail. 

[A ery within ' A sail, a sail ! ' Guns heard. 
Sec. Gent, They give their greeting to the 
citadel : 
This likewise is a friend. 

Cas. See for the news. \Exit Gentleman. 

Good ancient, you are welcome. \To EmiUa\ 

Welcome, mistress : 
Let it not gall your patience, good Iago, 
That I extend my manners ; 'tis my breeding 
That gives me tlus bold show of courtesy. m 

\Kissing her, 
Iago. Sir, would she give you so much of her lips 
As of her tongue she oft bestows on me, 
You Id have enough. 

Da, Alas, she has no speech. 

ta^. In &ith, too much ; 

U5.t.z5.JbyC,00'^lc 



Othello, the Moor of Venice *cr i 

I find it stBI, when I have list to sleep : 
Marry, before your ladyship, I grant, 
She puts her tongue a httle in ha heatt. 
And chides with thinking. 

Etntl You have little cause to say so. 

/ago. Come on, come on ; you are pictures out 
of doors, II 

Bells in your parlours, wild-cats in your kitchens. 
Saints in your injuries, devils being offended. 
Players in your housewifery, and housewives in 
your beds. 

Des. O, fie upon thee, slanderer ! 

fagi>. Nay, it is true, or else I am a Turk : 
You rise to play and go to bed to work, 

Mmil. You shall not write my praise. 

lago. No, let me not 

Dm. What wouldst thou write of me, if thou 
shouldst praise me ? 

Jago. O gentle lady, do not put me to 't ; 
For I am nothing if not critical n 

I}es. Come on, assay — ^There 's one gone to the 
harbour? 

/ago. Ay, madam. 

Dei. I am not merry ; but I do b^uile 
The thing I am by seeming otherwise. 
Come, how wouldst thou praise me ? 

lagQ. I am about it ; but indeed my invention 
Comes from my pate as birdUme does from frize ; 
It plucks out brains and all : but my Muse labours. 
And thus she is delivered. 

If she be fair and wise, fairness and wit, ■; 

The one 's for use, the other useth it 

Des. Well praised 1 How if she be black and 
witty? 
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I(^o. If she be black, and thereto have a wit, 
She '11 find a white that shall her blackness fit 

Des. Worse and worse. 

Emit. How if fair and foolish ? 

lago. She never yet was foolish that was fair j 
For even her folly help'd her to an heir. 

Des. These are old fond paradoxes to mate 
fools laugh i' the alehouse. What miserable praise \«> 
hast thou for her that 's foul and foolish P 

lago. There 's none so foul and foolish thereant<^ 
But does foul pranks which &ir and wise ones do. 

Des. O heavy ignorance t thou praisest the 
worst best But what praise couldst thou bestow 
on a deserving woman indeed, one that, in the 
authority of her merit, did justly put on the vouch 
of very malice itself? 

Ji^o. She that was ever fair and never proud, 
Had tongue at will and yet was never loud, i^ 

Never lack'd gold and yet went never gay, / 

Fled from her wish and yet said ' Now I may,' 
She that being anger'd, her revenge being ni^ 
Bade her wrong stay and her displeasure fly. 
She that in wisdom never was so frail 
To change the cod's head for the salmon's tail, 
She that could think and ne'er disclose hei mind, 
See suitors following and not look behind. 
She was a wigh^ if ever such wight were, — 

Des. To do what ? .&> 

lago. To suckle fools and chronicle small iaeer. 

Des. most lame and impotent conclusion! 
Do not learn of him, Emilia, though he be thy 
husband. How say you, Cassio? is he not a 
most pro&ne and liberal counsellor ? 

Hj. fttlcnihevmtK, pioioke (cmrse for delicate fu«). 
the acknowledgmenl. 

156. ekangi, take in exchange 165. liitral, Ucenlions. 
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Cos. He speaks home, madam : you may relish 
him more in the soldier than in the scholar. 

lago. [Aside] He takes her by the palm : ay, 
Well said, whisper : with as little a web as this 
irill I ensnare as great a Sy as Cassio. Ay, smile 170 
upon her, do ; I will gyve thee in thine own court- 
ship. You say true ; 'tis so, indeed : if such tricks 
as these strip you out of your lieutenantry, it had 
been better you had not kissed your three fingers 
so oft, which now again you are most apt to play 
the sir itL Very good ; well kissed 1 an exceUent 
courtesy ! 'tis so, indeed. Vet again your fingers 
to your lips? would they were clyster-pipes for 
your sake! [Trumfiei witkin^ The Moor I I 
know his trumpet. it<> 

Cos. 'Tis truly so. 

Des. Let 's meet tiim and receive him. 

Cas. Lo, wliere he comes ! 

Bnier Othello and Attendants. 
0th. O my inx warrior ! 
Da. My dear Othello ! 

0th. It gives me wonder great as my content 
To see you here before me. O my soul's joy ! 
If after every tempest come such calms, 
\: May the winds blow till they have waken'd death ! 
' And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas 
Olympus-high and dtick again as low i^d 

As hell 's from heaven ! If it were now to die, 
Twere now to be most happy ; for I fear, 
My soul hath her content so absolute 
That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate. 

166. yau may reliiA Mat bat is becoming in a soldia. 

more, elc. lago's bluntness 175. play thi lir, plaj the 

would be tepotn^ol in a scholai, adgDeuT. the fine geDtlenuui. 

328 
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Desi The heavens forbid 

But that our loves and comforts should increase, 
Even as our days do grow ! 

0th. Amen to that, sweet powers ! 

\I cannot speak enough of this content ; 
lit stops me here ; it is too much of joy : 
And this, and this, the greatest discords be » 

\Kissmg her. 
That e'er our heaits shall make 1 

lago. [Aside] O, you are well tuned now I 
But I '11 set down the pegs that make this music. 
As honest as I am. 

Ott. Come, let us to the castle. 

News, friends ; our wars are done, the Turks are 

drown'd. 
How does ray old acquaintance of this isle 7 
Honey, you shall be well desired in Cyprus ; 
I have found great love amoi^t them. O my sweet, 
I prattle out of fashion, and I dote 
In mine own comforts. I prithee, good I^o, 
Go to the bay and disembark my coffers : n 

Bring thou the master to the citadel ; 
He is a good one, and his worthiness 
Does challenge much respect Come, Desdemona, 
Once more, well met at Cyprus, 

[Exeun/ Othello, Desdemona, and Attendants. 

lago. Do thou meet me presently at the har- 
bour. Come hither. If thou be'st valiant, — as, 
they say, base men being in love have then a 
nobility in their natures more than is native to 
them — hst me. The lieutenant to-night watches 
on the court of guard. First, I must tell thee this : n 
Desdemona is directly in love with him. 

Sod. With him ! why, 'tis not possible. 

lago. Lay thy finger thus, and let thy soul be 

3B3. thus, i. e. to bii lips. 
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instructed. Mark me with what Tiolence she 
first lored the Moor, but for bragging and tellii^; 
her fantastical ties : and will she love htm still for 
prating ? let not thy discreet heart think it. Her 
eye must be fed ; and what delight shall she bare 
to look on the devil ? When the blood is made 
dull with the act of sport, there should be, again sjo 
to inflame it and to give satiety a fresh appetite, 
loveliness in favour, sympathy in years, manners 
and beauties ; all which the Moor is defective in : 
now, for want of these required conveniences, 
her delicate tenderness will find itself abused, 
begin to heave the gorge, disrelish and abhor the 
Moor; very nature will instruct her in it and 
compel her to some second choice. Now, sir, 
this grantedi-i-as it is a most pregnant and un- 
forced position — who stands so eminent in the n^ 
degree af this fortune as Cassio does ? a knave 
very voluble; no further conscionable than in 
puttii^ on the mere form of civil and humane 
seeming, for the better compassing of his salt and 
most hidden loose affection? why, none; whjr, 
none : a slipper and subtle knave, a finder of oc- 
casions, that has an eye can stamp and counter- 
feit adrantf^es, though true advantage never 
present itself; a devilish knave. Besides, the 
knave is handsome, young, and hath all those n^ 
requisites in him that folly and green minds look 
after : a pestilent complete knave ; and the woman 
hath found him already. 

Rod. I cannot believe that in her; she's full 
of most blessed conditioa 

logo. Blessed fig's-end 1 the wine she drinks is 

333. faaotir, feature 344. salt, wanxaa. 

355, Slesstd candiHvn, bsAj 
339. frtgJumi, eridetiL dbpositioiL 
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made of grapes : if she bad been blessed, she would 
never have loved the Moor. Blessed pudding! 
Didst thou not see her paddle with the palm of 
his hand ? didst not mark that ? iSo 

Sod. Ves, that I did ; but that was but cout- 
tesy. 

logo. Lechery, by this band; an index and 
obscure proline to the history of lust and foul 
thoughts. They met so near with their lips that 
their breaths embraced together. ViUanous 
thoughts, Roderigol when these mutualities so 
marshal the way, hard at hand comes the master 
and main exercise, the incorporate conclusion. 
Pish ! But, sir, be you ruled by me : I have rjo 
brought you fliom Venice. Watch you to-night ; 
for the command, 1 11 lay 't upon you. C^sio 
knows you not. I '11 not be fat from you : do you 
find some occasion to anger Cassio, either by 
speaking too loud, or tainting his discipline ; or 
from what other course you please, which the 
time shall more favourably minister. 

Rod. Well. 

lago. Sir, he is rash and very sudden in choler, 
and haply may strike at you : provoke him, that iio 
he may; for even out of that will I cause these 
of Cyprus to mutiny; whose qualification shall 
come into no true taste again but by the displant- 
ing of Cassio. So shall you have a shorter journey 
to your desires by the means I shall then have to 
prefer them ; and the impediment most profitably 
removed, without the which there were no ex- 
pectation of our prosperity. 

Rod. I will do this, if I can bring it to any 
opportunity. ije 

lago. I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at 

363. itidtx, pnfiiG«; 375. Uintimg, discredHliv. 
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the citadel : I must fetch his necessaries ashore. 
Farewell. 

Rod. Adieu. [Exit. 

lago. That Casdo loves her, I do well believe it ; 
That she loves him, 'tis apt and of great credit : 
The Moor, howbeit that I endure him not, 
Is of a constant, loving, noble nature. 
And I dare think he 'il prove to Desdemona 
A most dear husband. Now, I do love her too ; y» 
Not out of absolute lust, though peradventure 
I stand accountant for as great a sin. 
But partly led to diet my revenge. 
For that I do suspect the lusty Moor 
Hath leap'd into my seat; the thought whereof 
Doth, like a poisonous mineral, gnaw my inwards ; 
And nothing can or shall content my soul 
Till I am even'd with him, wife for wife, 
Oi failing so, yet that I put the Moor 
At least into a jealousy so stfong ]» 

That judgement cannot cure. Which thing to do. 
If this poor trash of Venice, whom I trash 
For his quick hunting, stand the putting on, 
1 11 have our Michael Cassio on the hip, 
Abuse him to the Mow in the rank garb — 
For I fear Cassio with my night-cap too — 
Make the Moor thank me, love me and reward me. 
For making him egregiously an ass 
And practising upon his peace and quiet 

396. txpt, likely. prove eqiwl to the chase whoi 

313. 'trash' for his guici cried on to ibe quany. laga 

ktinHng. restrain; a kennel hampers Roderigo's 'quick 

term for the process of artifieially hunting ' of IDesdemona to start 

weighting too eager or forward biro on his own pny. 
dogs. Trash is Sleerens" 315. Ahiie him . . . itt the 

emendation ; P[ Qj have rani gari, slander him as a 

' trace. ' . wanton ; so Qq. Ff ' right 

313. itancl tie futfing an, garb.' 
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Even to madness. TIs here, but yet confused : ; 
Knavery's plain face is never seen till used. [Exif. 



Scene II. A street. 

Enter a Herald with a proclamation ; People 
following. 

Her. It is Othello's pleasure, our noble and 
valiant general, that, upon certain tidings now 
arrived, importing the mere perdition of the 
Tm-kish fleet, every man put himself into triumph ; 
some to dance^ some to make bonfires, each man 
to what sport and revels his addiction leads him : 
for, besides these beneficial news, it is the cele- 
bration of his nuptial So much was bis pleasure 
should be proclaimed. AH offices are open, and 
there is full liberty of feasting from this present i 
hour of five till the bell have told eleven. Heaven 
bless the isle of Cyprus and our noble general 
Othello 1 \ExemU. 



Scene IIL A kail in tie easUe. 

EwUr Cthello, Desdemona, Cassio, and 

Attendants. 

0th. Good Michael, look you to the guard to- 
night : 
Let 's teach ourselves that honourable stop, 
Not to outsport discretion. 

Cas. lago hath direction what to do ; 
3«o. Iurt.\.a. ' in m; bead.' 
3. pun, coroplde. 
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But, notwithstanding, witii my personal eye 
WiU I look to 'L 

Olh. lago is most honest. 

Michael, good night ; to-morrow with your earUest 
Let me have speech with you. [To Des/iemona] 

Come, my dear love, 
The purchase made, the fruits are to ensue ; 
That profit 's yet to come 'tween me and you. h 

Good night 

[Exeunt Othello, Desdemona, and AtUttdattts. 

Enter Iago. 

Cos. Welcome, Iago ; we must to the watch. 

Iago. Not this hour, lieutenant ; 'tis not yet 
ten o' the clock. Our general cast us thus early 
for the love of his Desdemona ; who let us not 
therefore blame : he hath not yet made wanton 
the night with her ; and she is sport for Jove. 

Cat. She 's a most exquisite lady. 

1^0. And, I 'il warrant her, full of game. 

Cos. Indeed, she 's a most fresh and delicate m 
creature. 

Iago. What an eye she has ! methinks it sounds 
a parley of provocation. 

Cos. An inviting eye; and yet methinks right 
modest 

Iago. And when she speaks, b it not an alarum 
to love ? 

Cos. She is indeed perfection. 

Iago. Well, happiness to their sheets I Come, 
lieutenant, I have a stoup of wine; and here ja 
without are a brace of Cyprus gallants that 
would fain have a measure to the health of black 
Othella 

Cos. Not to-night, good Iago : I have veiy 
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poor and unhappy brains for drinking: I could 
well wish courtesy would invent some other custom 
of entertainment 

lago. O, they are our friends ; but one cup : 
1 11 diink for you. 

Cas. I have drunk but one cup to-night, and < 
that was craftily qualified too, and, behold, what 
innovation it makes here: I am unfortunate in 
the infirmity, and dare not task my weakness 
with any more. 

lago. What, man 1 'tis a night of revels : the 
gallants desire it 

Cas. Where are they? 

lago. Here at the door; I pray you, call them in. 

Cas. I *11 do 't ; but it dislikes me. [Exit. 

lago. If I can fasten but one cup upon him, 
With that which he hath drunk to-night already, 
He '11 be as full of quarrel and offence 
As my young mistress' dog. Now, my sick fool 

Rcderigo, 
Whom love hath tum'd almost the wrong side out, 
To Desdemona hath to-night caroused 
Potations pottle-deep j and be 's to watch : 
Three lads of Cyprus, noble swelling spirits; 
That hold their honours in a wary distance, 
The very elements of this warlike isle. 
Have I to-night fluster'd with flowing cups, i 

And they watch too. Now, 'mongst this flock of 

drunkards, 
Am I to put our Cassio in some action 
.That may offend the isle. But here they come: 
If consequence do but approve my dream. 
My boat sails freely, both with wind and stream. 
41. gual^Ud, ditated. 
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£e-enter Cassio; afiVA^m Montano am/ Gentlemen; 
Sef-vants foliawing with wine. 

Cat. 'Fore God, they have given me a rouse 
already. 

Afon. Good faith, a little one j not past a pint, 
as I am a soldier. 

logo. Some vine, ho I 70 

[5ir>^] And let me the canakin dink, clink ; 
And let me the canalin clink : 
A soldier 's a man ; 
A life 's but a span ; 
Why, then, let a soldier drink. 
Some wine, boys ! 

Cos. 'Fore God, an excellent song. 
logo. I learned it in England, where, indeed, 
they are most potent in potting: your Dane, 
your German, and your swag-bellied HoUander — ts 
Drink, ho t — are nothing to your English. 

Cas. Is your Englishman so expert in his 
drinking ? 

logo. Why, he drinks you with &cility your 
Dane dead drunk; he sweats not to overthrow 
your Almain ; he gives your Hollander a vomit, 
ere the next pottle can be filled. 
Cos. To the health of our general t 
Mon. I am for it, lieutenant ; and 1 11 do you 
justice. 9a 

lago. O sweet England ! 

King Stephen was a worthy peer. 

His breeches cost him but a^rown ; 
He held them sixpence all too dear. 
With that he call'd the tailor lown. 

9a. King Sitpltm, tic. From in Percy's Rtliqua. Shake- 
ihe old ballad of ' Take thy old spore qaotes it aglun in TTu 
cloalc about ihee.' It i£ prioted Ttmfal, iv. i. 331. 
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He was a wight of high renown, 

And thou art but of low degree : 
'Tis pride that pulls the country down ; 
Then take thine auld cloak about thee. 
Some wine, ho ! » 

Cos, Why, this is a more eiiquisite song than 
the other. 

lago. Will you hear 't again? 

Cos. No ; for I hold him to be unworthy of 
his place that does those things. Well, God's 
above all ; and there be souls must be saved, and 
there be souls must not be saved, 

lago. It 's true, good lieutenant. 

Cas. For mine own part — no offence to the 
general, nor any man of quality — I hope to be n 
saved. 

lago. And so do I too, lieutenant 

Cas. Ay, but, by your leave, not before me; 
the lieutenant is to be saved before the ancient. 
Let 's have no more of this ; let 's to our affairs. 
God forgive us our sins I Gentlemen, let 's look to 
our business. Do not think, gentlemen, I am 
drunk : this is my ancient ; this is my right hand, 
and this is my left : I am not drunk now ; I can 
stand well enough, and speak well enough. n 

All. Excellent welL 

Cas. Why, very well then ; you must not think 
then that I am drunk. \Exit. 

Men. To the platform, masters ; come, let 's 
set the watch. 

lago. You see this fellow that is gone before ; 
He is a soldier fit to stand by Csesar 
And give direction : and do but see his vice ; 
. Tis to his virtue a just equinox. 
The one as long as the other ; 'tis pity of him. i; 
I fear the trust Othello puts him in, 

VOL. VIII 337 z 
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On some odd time of his infiimity, 
Will shake this island. 

Mon. But is he often thus ? 

lago. Tis evermore the proline to his sleep : 
He 'It watch the horologe a double set, 
If drink rock not his cradle. 

Mon. It were well 

The general were put in mind of it 
Perhaps he sees it not, or his good nature 
Frizes the virtue that appears in Cassio, 
And looks not on his evils ; is not this true ? i, 

Enter RODEKIGO. 
lago. [Aside to kim\ How now, Roderigo ! 
I pray you, after the lieutenant ; go. 

\Exit Roderigo. 
Mon. And 'tis great pity that the noble Moor 
Should hazard such a place as his own second 
With one of an ingraft intirmity : 
It were an honest action to say 
So to the Moor. 

logo. Not I, for this fair island : 

I do love Cassio well ; and would do much 
To cure him of this evil — But, hark 1 what noise ? 
\Crywithin: 'Help! help!' 

Re-enter Cassio, driving in RoDERica 

Cos. You rogue ! you rascal I 

Afon. What 's the matter, lieutenant ? u 

Cos. A knave teach me my duty ! 
1 11 beat the knave into a twiggen bottle. 

Rod. Beat me 1 

135. ttt, series of twelve eradicable. 
hours. He will watch a trttole 
dajr ■!](] night. 153. twiggen: » FT. Q 

145, iitgr^, iagrafted, in- 'widter,' with [he same sense. 
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Cos. Dost thou prate, rogue ? 

\Striking Roderigo. 

Mon. Nay, good lieutenant ; I pray you, sir, 
hold your hand. 

Cos, Let me go, sir, or 1 11 knock you o'er the 
mazzard. 

Mon. Come, come, you're drunk. 

Cat. Drunk! {Tk^figf^- 

lago. [Aside to Roderigo\ Away, I say ; go out, 

and ciy a mutiny. [Exit Roderigo. 

Nay, good Ueutenant ! — God's will, gentlemen ; — 

Help, ho ! — Lieutenant, — sir, — Montano, — sir ; — 

Help, masters 1 — Here 's a goodly watch indeed ! m 

[A l>ell rings. 
Who 's that which rings the bell ? — Diablo, ho ! 
The town will rise : God's will, lieutenant, hold I 
You will be shamed for ever. 

Re-enier Othello and Attendants. 
0th, What is the matter here ? 

MoH. 'Zounds, I bleed still ; I am hurt to the 
death. [Fainti. 

0th. Hold, for your lives ! 
logo. Hold, ho i Lieutenaiy^ — sir, — Montano, 
— gentlemen, — 
Have you foi^ot all sense of place and duty? 
Hold I the general speaks to you ; hold, hold, for 
shame! 
0th. Why, how now, ho ! from whence ariseth 
this? 
Are we tum'd Turks, and to ourselves do that n 
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomitcs ? 
For Christian shame, put by this barbarous brawl : 
He that stirs next to carve for his own rage 
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Holds his soul light ; he dies upon his motion. 
Silence th^ dreadful belt : it frights the isle 
From her propriety. What is the matter, masters ? 
Qonest lago, that look'st dead with grieving, 
Speak, who began this ? on thy love, I cha^e thee. 

lago. I do not know : friends all but now, even 
now. 
In quarter, and m terms like bride and groom its 
Devesting them for bed ; and then, but now, 
As if some planet had unwitted men, 
Swords out, and tilting one at other's breast, 
In opposition bloody. I cannot speak 
Any beginning to this peevish odds ; 
And would in action glorious I had lost 
Those legs that brought me to a part of it ! 

0th. How comes it, Michael, you are thus 
forgot ? 

Cos. I piay you, pardon me ; I cannot speak. 

Oth. Worthy Montano, you were wont be civil ; 19s 
The gravity and stillness of your youth 
The world bath noted, and your name is great 
In mouths of wisest censure : what 's the matter. 
That you unlace your reputation thus 
And spend your rich opinion for the name 
Of a night-brawter ? give me answer to it. 

Man. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger : 
Your officer, lago, can inform you — 
While I spare speech, which something now 

oAends me — 
Of all that I do know : nor know I aught » 

By me that 's said or done amiss this n^it ; 
Unless self-charity be sometimes a vice, 

176. From ktr prtfrit^, oat 1S5. fttvak, fbolisti. 
odwrsdf. 190. civil, law-abiding. 

t8a tmguartir.aitd inarms, 195. ofimia; MtlUMtioa, le- 

OD tinns of peace and intuowy. pule 
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And to defend ourselves it be a sin 
When violence assails us. 

0th. Now, by heaven, 

My blood begins my safer guides to rule ; 
And passion, having my best judgement collied, 
Assays to lead the way : if I once stir. 
Or do but lift this arm, the best of you 
Shall sink in my rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul rout began, who set it on ; ■ 

And he that is approved in Was oBence, 
Though he had twinn'd vrith me, both at a birth, 
Shall lose me. What ! in a town of war, 
Yet wild, the people's hearts brimful of fear. 
To manage private and domestic quarrel, 
In night, and on the court and guard of safety ! 
Tis monstrous. lago, who began 't ? 

AfoM. If partially affined, or leagued in office, 
Thou dost deliver more or less than truth. 
Thou art no soldier. 

logo. Touch me not so near . a 

I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth 
Than it should do offence to Michael Cassio,; 
Yet^ I persuade myself to speak the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. Thus it is, general 
Montano and myself being in speech, 
There comes a fellow crying out for help ; 
And Cassio following him with determined sword. 
To execute upon him. Sir, this gentleman 
Steps in to Cassio and entreats his pause : 
Myself the ciying fellow did pursue, * 

Lest by his clamour — as it so fell out^ 
The town might fall in fright : he, swift of foot. 
Outran my purpose ; and I retum'd the rather 

ao6. callitd, obscured. culprit). 

aij. matiagi. carrj' on. 

3i8. a^hud, idaied (to'aar 332. in fright, \tA'ampu&i 
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For that I heard the dink and &U of swords. 
And Cassio high in oath ; which till to-night 
I ne'er might say before. When I came back-r— 
For this was brief — I found tbem dose together, 
At blow and thrust ; even as again they were 
When you yourself did part tbem. 
More of this matter cannot I report : a^c 

But men are men ; the best sometimes forget : 
Though Cassio did some little wrong to him, 
As men tn rage strike those that wish them bei^ 
Yet surely Cassio, I believe, received 
From him that fled some strange indignity, 
Which patience could not pass. 

Oth. I know, lagc^ 

Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter, 
Making it light to Cassio. Cassio, I love thee ', 
But never more be officer of mine. 



Re-enter Dbsdeuoha, attended. 

Look, if my gentle love be not raised up ! «: 

1 11 make thee an example. 

Des. What 's the matter ? 

Oth. All 's well now, sweeting ; come away to bed. 
Sir, for your hurts, myself will be your surgeon : 

\To A&miano, who is led off. 
Lead him off. 

lagoj look with care about the town. 
And silence those whom this vile brawl distracted. 
Come, Desdemona : 'tis the soldiers' life 
To have their balmy slimibers waked with strife. 
[Exeunt ail but logo and Cassio. 

lago. What, are you hurt, heutenant ? 

Cas. Ay, past all surgery. ■ 

lago. Marry, heaven forbid ! 

Cas. R^utation, reputation, reputation ! O, 
342 
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\ I have lost my reputation ! I have lost the im- 
' mortal part of myself, and what remans is bestial 
My reputation, lago, my reputation I 

lago. As I am an honest man, I thought you 
had received some bodily wound ; there is more 
sense in that than in reputation, i Reputation is 
an idle and most false impoutienV. oft got with- 
out meri^ and lost without deserving \ you have 170 
lost no reputation at all, unless you repute your- 
self such a loser. What, man I there are ways to 
recover the general again : you are but now cast 
in his mood, a punishment more in policy than in 
malice ; even so as one would beat bis offenceless 
dog to affright an imperious lion : sue to him 
again, and he 's yours. 

Cos. I will rather sue to be despised than to 
deceive so good a commander with so slight, so 
drunken, and so indiscreet an officer. Drunk ? Oa 
and speak parrot ? and squabble P swagger ? swear ? 
and discourse fustian with one's own shadow? 
O thou invisible spirit of vicie, if thou hast no 
. name to be known by, let us c(dt thee.devil ! 

lago. What was he that you followed with 
your sword ? What had he done to you ? 

Cos. I know not 

logo. 1st possible? 

Cos. I remember a mass of things, but nothing 
distinctly J a quarrel, but nothing wherefore. 190 
O God, that men should put an enemy in their 
mouths to steal away their brains ! that we should, 
with joy, pteasance, revel and applause, transform 
ourselves into beasts I 

lago. Why, but you are now well enough :■ 
how came you thus recovered? 

Cos. It hath, pleased the devil drunkenness to 
give place to the dcsil wrath ; one unperfectness. 
^ 34i 
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shows me another, to make me frankly despise 
myself. yo 

la^. Come, you are too severe a moraler : as 
the time, the place, and the condition of this 
country stands, I could heartily wish this had not 
befallen ; but, since it is as it is, mend it for your 
own good. 

Cas. I will ask him for my place again; he 
shall tell me I am a drunkard 1 Had I as many 
mouths as Hydra, such an answer would stop 
them all. To be now a sensible man, by and by 
a fool, and presently a beast ! O strange ! Every jra 
inordinate cup is unblessed and the ingredient is 
a devil 

lago. Cotne, come, good wine is a good familiar 
creature, if it be well used: exchdm no more 
against it And, good lieutenant, I think you 
think I love you. 

Coi. I have well approved it, sir. I dnink I 

lago. You or any man living may be drunk at 
some time, man. I '11 tell you what you shall do. 
Our general's wife is now the general : I may say gn 
so in this respect, for that he hath devoted and 
given up himself to the contemplation, mark, and 
denotement of her parts and graces : confess 
yourself freely to her ; importune her help to put 
you in your place again : she is of so free, so kind, 
so apt, so blessM a disposition, she holds it a vice 
in her goodness not to do more than she is re- 
quested: this broken joint between you and her 
husband entreat her to splinter ; and, my fortunes 
against any lay worth naming, this cratjc of your jjd 
love shall grow stronger than it was before. 

Cas. You advise me well. 
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lago. I protest, in the sincerity of love and 
honest kindness. 

Cas. I think it freely ; and betimes in the 
morning I will beseech the virtuous Desdemona 
to undertake for me ; I am desperate of my for- 
tunes if they check me here, 

lago. You are in the right. Good night, 
lieutenant ; I must to the watch, 3, 

Cas. Good night, honest lago. \ExiL 

~ go. And what 's he then that says I play the 
villain ? 

When this advice is free I give and honest, 
Probal to thinking, and indeed the course 
To win the Moor again? For 'tis most easy 
The inclining Desdemona to subdue 
In any honest suit : she 's framed as fruitful 
As the free elements. And then for her 
To win the Moor, were't to renounce his baptism, 
All seals and symbols of redeemed sin, }> 

His soul is so enfetter'd to her love. 
That she may make, unmake, do what she list. 
Even as her appetite shall play the god 
With his we^ function. How am I then a 

villain 
To counsel Cassio to this parallel course, 
Directly to his good ? Divinity of hell ! 
When devils will the blackest sins put on, 
They do suggest at first with heavenly shows, 
As I do now ; for whiles this honest fool 
Plies Desdemona to repair his fortunes ^ 

And she for him pleads strongly to the Moor, 
1 11 pour this pestilence into his ear. 
That she repeals him for her body's lust ; 
And by how much she strives to do him good, 
She shall undo her credit with the Moor. 

344, Pntal, probable, 347, frut^ul, 
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So will I turn her virtue into pitch, 

And out of her own goodness make the net 

That shall enmesh them all. 

Reenter RODSRIGO. 

How now, Roderigo ! 
Rod. I do follow here in the chase, not like a 
bound that bunts, but one that fills up the cry. 370 
My money is almost spent ; I have been to-night 
exceedingly well cudgelled ; and I think the issue 
will be, I shall have so much experience for my 
pains, and so, with no money at all and a little 
more wit, return again to Venice. 
/^ logo. How poor are they that have not patience ! 
What wound did ever heal but by degrees ? 
Thou know'st we work by wit, and not by witch- 
craft; 
And wit depends on dilatory time. 
Does 't not go well ? Cassio hath beaten thee, -fia 
And thou by that small hurt hast cashler'd Cassio: 
Though other things grow fair against the sun. 
Vet fruits that blossom first will first be ripe : 
Content thyself awhile. By the mass, 'tis momii^; ^ 

■^Pleasure and action make the hours seem shoijT —^^i^ 
E.etire thee ; go where thou art billeted : 
Away, I say ; thou shalt know more hereafter : 
Nay, get thee gone. \Exit Roderigo^ Two 

things are to be done : 
My wife must more for Cassio to her mistress ; 
I Tl set her on ; m" 

Myself the while to draw the Moor apart, 
And bring him jump when he may Cassio find 
Solicidng his wife : ay, that 's the way : 
Dull not device by coldness and delay. \Exii.. 
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Scene I. Bifort the castle. 
Mnter Cassio and some Musicians. 
Cos. Masters, play here; I will content your 
pains; 
Something that's brief; and bid 'Good morrow, 
geooaL' \2idusi£. 

Enter Clown. 
C2o. Why, masters, have your instruments been 
in Naples, that they speak i' the nose thus? 
JHrsf Mus. How, sir, how I 
Clo. Are these, I pray you, wind-instruments ? 
First Mus. Ay, marry, are they, sir. 
Clo. O, thereby hangs a tail. 
Mrst Mus. Whereby hangs a tale, sir? 
Clo. Marry, sir, by many a wind-instrument i 
that I know. But, masters, here's money for 
you : and the general so likes your music, that he 
desires you, for love's sake, to make no more noise 
with it 

First Mus. Well, sir, we will not 
Clo, If you have any music that may not be 
heard, to 't again : but, as they say, to hear music 
the general docs not greatly care. 
First Mus. We have none such, sir. 
Clo. Then put up your pipes in your bag, for i 
1 11 away : go ; vanish into air ; away ! 

\Mxeunt Musicians. 
4 f. ' speaking In the nose ' Tcpuled particularlr rife t 
wai ■ tymplou oC a disease Naples. 
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Cos. Dost thou hear, ray honest friend P 

Clo. No, I bear not youi honest Mend; I 
hear you. 

Cat. Prithee, keep up thy quillets. There's 
a poor piece of gold for thee : if the gentlewoman 
that attends the general's wife be stirring tell her 
there 's one Cassio entreats her a little favour of 
speech : wilt thou do this P 

Clo. She is stirring, sir : if she will stir hither, 30 
I shall seem to notify unto her. 

Cos. Do, good my friend, [Exit Clown. 

Enter Iago. 

In happy tim^ l3ga 

logo. You have not been a-bed, tjien T 

Cos. Why, no ; the day had brok^ 
Before we parted I have made bold, lagc^ 
To send in to your wife : my suit to her 
Is, that she will to virtuous Desdemona 
Procure me some access, 

Iago. I '11 send her to you presently ; 

And 1 11 devise a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converse and business «e 
May be more free. 

Cos. I humbly thank you for 't [Exit lago.^ 
I never knew 
A Florentine more kind and honest 

Enter Emilia. 
Emil. Good morrow, good lieutenant: I am 
sorry 
For your displeasure ; but all will sure be well. 
The general and his wife are talking of it ; 
And she speaks for you stoutly : the Moor replies, 
That he you hurt is of great fame in Cyprus, 

35. gvillits, qnibbles. 3a. In haffy time. ' vdt-meL' 

348 



L);.l....lbyC,00'^IC 



«c. Ill Othello, the Moor of Venice 

And great affinity and that in wholesome wisdom 
He might not but refuse you ; but he protests he 

loves you, ! 

And needs no other suitor but his likings 
To take the safest occasion by the front 
To bring you in ^ain. 

Cas. Vet, I beseech you, 

If you think fit, or that it may be done, 
Give me advantage of some brief discourse 
With Desdemona alone. 

Emil. Pray you, come in: 

I will bestow you where you shall have time 
To speak your bosom freely. 

Cas. I am much bound to you. \Exeunt. 



Scene II. A room, in the castle. 
Enter Othello, Iago, and Gentlemen. 
0th. These letters give, Iago, to the pilot ; 
And by him do my duties to the senate : 
That done, I will be walking on the works ; 
Repair there to me. 

Iago. Well, my good lord, I '11 do 'L 

0th. This foTtiiication, gentlemen, shall we 

see't? 
Geni. We '11 wait uptita youi lordship. 

\Exeunt. 



SCESE III. The garden of the castle. 
Enter Desdemona, Cassio, and Emilia. 
Bes. Be thou assured, good Cassio, I will do 

55. advoHlage, opportunity. 
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All my abilities in thy behal£ 

Emil. Good niadain, do : I warrant it grieves 
my hu^>and, 
As if the case were his. 

Des. O, that 's an honest fellow. Do not dout^ 
Cassio, 
But I will have my lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 

Cos. Bounteous madam, 

Whatever shall become of Michael Cassio, 
He 's never any thing but your true servant 

Da. I know 't ; I thank yoa You do love my lord : » 
You have known him long ; and be you well assured 
He shall in strangeness stand do ftirther off 
Tlian in a politic distance. 

Cos. Ay, but, lady, 

That policy may either last so long. 
Or feed upon such nice and waterish diet, 
Or breed itself so out of dicumstance, 
That, I being absent and my place supplied, 
My general will forget my love and service. 

Des. Do not doubt that ; before Emilia here 
I give thee warrant of thy place : assure thee, » 

If I do vow a friendship, I '11 perform it 
To the last article : my lord shall never rest; 
I '11 watch him tame and talk him out of patience ; 
His bed shall seem a school, his board a shrift ; 
1 11 intermingle every thing he does 
With Cassio's suit : therefore be merry, Casiio ; 
For thy solicitor shall rather die 
Than give thy cause away. 

Enter Othello and Iago, at a distance. 
Emil. Madam, here comes my lord. 

93, -aialeh him lantt, keep him airake (ill he is tame (as was 
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Cos. Madam, I '11 take my leave. : 

Des. Nay, stay, and hear me speak. 

Cos. Madam, not now : I am very ill at ease, 
Unfit for mine own purposes. 

Des. Well, do your discretion. {Exit Cassio. 

logo. Ha 1 I like not that. 

Otk. What dost thou say? 

lago. Nothii^, my lord : or if — I know not 
what 

0th. Was not that Cassio parted from my wife ? 

loff). Cassio, my lordl No, sure, I cannot 
think it, 
That he would steal away so guilty-like, 
Seeing you coming. 

Otk. I do believe 'twas he. < 

Ves. How now, my lord ! 
I have been talking with a suitor here, 
A man that languishes in your displeasure. 

0th. Who is 't you mean ? 

Da. Why, your lieutenant. Cassia Good my 
lord, 
If I have any grace or power to move you, 
His present reconciliation take ; 
For if he be not one that truly loves you. 
That ens in ignorance and not in cunning, 
I have no judgement in an honest face : ; 

I prithee, call him back. 

Olh. Went be hence now ? 

Des. fij, sooth ; so bumbled 
That be hath left part of his grief wttfa me. 
To suffer with him. Good love, call him back. 

Otk. Not now, sweet Desdemona ; some other 
time. 

Des. But shall 't be shortly? 

Oih. The sooner, sweet, for you. 

Des. Shall 't be to-night at supper? 
3SI 
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0th. No, not to-night 

Ves. To-morrow dinner, then ? 

Oih. I shall not dine at home ; 

I meet the captains at the dtadeL 

Dm. Why then to-morrow n^t; or Tuesday 
mom ; 6d 

On Tuesday noon, or night ; on Wednesday mom : 
I prithee, name the time ; but let it not 
Exceed three days : in faith, he 's penitent ; 
And yet his trespass, in our cx>mmon reason — 
Save that, they say, the wars must make examples 
Out of their best — is not almost a fault 
To incur a private check. When shall he come ? 
Tell me, Othello : I wonder in my soul, 
What you would ask me, that I should deny. 
Or stand so mammering on. What I Michael 

Cassio, 7a 

That came a-wooing with you, and so many a time. 
When I have spoke of you dispraisingly, 
Hath ta'en your part ; to have so much to do 
To bring him in ! Trust me, I could do much, — 

Otk. Prithee, no more : let bim come when he 
will: 
I will deny thee nothing. 

Des. Why, this is not a boon ; 

Tis as I should entreat you wear your gloves. 
Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you warm. 
Or sue to you to do a peculiar profit 
To your own person : nay, when I have a suit ss 

Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed, 
It shall be fiill of poise and difficult weight. 
And fearful to be granted. 

0th. I will deny thee nothit^ : 

Whereon, I do beseech thee, grant me this. 
To leave me but a little to myself. 

70. mammeriMg, hesitating. 8a. foite, momeoL 
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Des. Shall I deny you ? no : forewell, my lord. 
Olh. Farewell, my Desdemona : 1 11 come to 

thee straight 
Dts, Emilia, come. Be as yonr &ncies teach 
you; 
Wbate'er yon be, I am obedient 

[Exeunt Desdemona and Emilia. 
0th. Excellent wretch I Perdition catch my 
soul, { 

But I do lore thee ! and when I love thee not. 
Chaos is come agaia 
/((gw. My noble lord, — 

Otk. What dost thou say, Is^o ? 

logo. Did Michael Cassio, when you woo'd my 
lady. 
Know of your love ? 

Oth. He did, from first to last : why dost thou 

ask? 
/ago. But for a satisfaction of my thought ; 
No further harm. 

Olh. Why of thy thought, lago ? 

logo. I did not think he had been acquainted 

with her. 
01%. 0, yes*; and went between us veiy oft » 
lago. Indeed I 

Oth. Indeed I ay, indeed : discem'st thou aught 
in that ? 
Is he not honest ? 

Togo. Honest, my lord ! 

Oth, Honest 1 ay, honest 

lago. My lord, for aught I know. 

Oth. What dost thou think? 

logo. Think, my lord I 

Oth.. Think, my lord I 

By heaven, he echoes me, 
As if there were some monster in his thought 
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Too hideous to be sbown. Thou dost mean some- 
thing: 
I heard thee say even now, thou likedst not tha^ 
When Cassio left my wife : vhat didst not like ? m 
And when I told thee he was of my counsel 
In my whole course of wooing, thou criedst 

'Indeed I' 
And didst contract and puree thy brow tt^ether. 
As if thou then hadst shut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit : if thou dost lore mc^ 
Show me thy thought 

I<^o. My lord, you know I lore yon. 
0th. I think thou dost ; 

And, for I know thou 'it ftill of love and honesty. 
And weigb'st thy words before thou givest them 

breath. 
Therefore these stops of thine fiight me the more : m 
For such things in a &lse disloyal knave 
Are tricks of custom, but in a man that 's just 
They are close ddations, working from the heart 
That passion cannot rule. 

lagtf. For Michael Cassio, 

I dare be swcvn I think that he is honest 
OiA. I think so toa 

/ago. Men should be what they seem ; 

Or those that be not, would they might seem none I 

Oth. Certain, men should be what they seem. 

lago. Why then I think Cassio 's an honest man. 

Of A. Nay, yet there 's more in this : 130 

I prithee, speak to me as to thy thinkings, 

As thou dost ruminate, and give thy worst of 

thoughts 
The worst of words. 



>t swayed by passhv). 
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lago. Good my lord, pardon me : 

Though I am bound to every act of duty, 
I am not bound to that all slaves aie tree to. 
Utter my thoi^hts? Why, say they are vile and 

^Isej 
As Where's that palace whereinto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not ? who has a breast so pure, 
But some uncleanly apprehensions 
Keep leets and law-days and in session sit xy> 

With meditations lawful ? 

0th. Thou dost conspire against thy fiiend, lago. 
If thou but tbink'st him wrong'd and makest his ear 
A stranger to thy thoc^hts. 

lago. I do beseech you — 

Though I perchance am vicious in my guess, 
As, I confess, it is my nature's plague 
To spy into abuses, and oft my jealousy 
Shapes faults that are not — that your wisdom yet, 
From one that so imperfectly conceits. 
Would take no notice, nor build yourself a trouble ijo 
Out of his scattering and unsure observance. 
It were not for your quiet nor your good. 
Nor for my manhood, honesty, or wisdom, 
To let you know my thoughts. 

I 0th. What dost thou mean ? 

' / loff). Good name in man and woman, dear my 
' lord. 

Is the immediate jewel of their souls : 
Who steals my purse steals trash ; 'tis something, 

nothing ; 
"Twas mine, tis his, and has been slave to thou- ) 



* 140. Kup Ueh and lattj-days 156, tkt ivtmediati jewtt ef 

(lit. Ihe days on wbich the Iheir souls, their most intimate 

manorial courts were held), hold possesiion after life itseir. 
periodical sway within us. 
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'But he that filches from me my good name 
Robs me of that which not enriiches him, isa 

And makes me poor indeedi 

OtA. By heaven, I '11 kno^ thy thoughts. 

lago. You cannot, ifmy heart were in your hand; 
Nor shall not, whilst 'tis in my custody. 

OiA. Hal 

lago. O, beware, my lord, of jealousy ; 

It is the green-eyed monster which doth mock 
The meat it feeds on : that cuckold lires in bliss 
Who, certain of his fate, lores not his wronger ; 
But, O, what damned minutes tells he o'er 
I Who dotes, yet doubts, suspects, yet strongly loves t ifo 

OiA. O misery I 

/ago. Poor and content is rich, and rich enough, 
But riches fineless is as poor as winter 
To him that ever fears he shall be poor. 
Good heaven, the souls of all my tribe defend 
From jealousy ! 

0/A. Why, why is this ? 

Tbink'st thou I Id make a life of jealousy. 
To follow still the changes of the moon 
With fresh suspicions ? No ; to be once in doubt 
Is once to be resolved : exchange me for a goat, ti<> 
When I shall turn the business of my soul 
To such exsufflicate and blown surmises, 
Matching thy inference. 'Tis not to make me jealous 
To say my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company. 
Is free of speech, sings, plays and dances well ; 
Where virtue is, these are more virtuous : 

i66. moci, i.e. makes its wife, 
qnn with its prey (like a cat). 173, Jinilas, endless, 
tcwtoring him with ' damned iBo. once it ie nseUnd, 10 

minules ' of doubt, instead of obtain definite and filial aasnr- 

making him ' certain of his fate ' ance, oae way or the Other, 
at once. Haniner read ' make. ' iSi. u-jujSifafa. bubble-like, 

168. Ut vmngtT. i.e the emplj, umutotantial. 
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Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 
The smallest fear or doubt of her revolt ; 
For she had eyes, and chose me. No, lago ; 
1 11 see b efore I doubt ; when I doub t, pro ve ; 



d on tbe proot, there is no more but this," 
Away at once with love or jealousy ! 

la^. I am glad of it; for now I shall have 
reason 
To show the love and duty that I bear yon 
With franker spirit : therefore, as I am bound, 
Receive it from me. I speak not yet of proof. 
Look to your wife ; observe her well with Cassio ; 
Wear your eye thus, not jealous nor secure : 
I would not have your free and noble nature, 
Out of self-bounty, be abused ; look to 't : n 

I know our country disposition well ; 
In Venice they do let heaven see the pranks 
They dare not show their husbands; their best 



Is not to leave 't undone, but keep 't unknown. 

0th. Dost thou say so ? 

lago. She did deceive her father, marrying you ; 
And when she seem'd to shake and fear your looks. 
She loved them most 

Otk. And so she did. 

lagQ. Why, go to, then ; 

She that so young could give out such a seeming, 
To seel her father's eyes up close as oak — n 

He thought 'twas witchcraft ; — but I am much to 

blame — 
I humbly do beseech you of your pardon 
For too much loving you. 

0th. I am bound to thee for ever. 

lago. I see this bath' a little dash'd your spirits. 

0th. Not a yoX, not a jot. 

3O0. u^-ioiatly, inherent kindness. 
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lago. T faith, I fear it has. 

I hope you will consider what Is Spoke 
Comes from my love. But I do see you 're moved : 
I am to pray you not to strain my speech 
To gtossfr issues nor to larger reach 
Than to suspicion. »» 

OlA. 1 will not 

/ago. Should you do so, my lord. 

My speech should &U into such vile success 
As my thoughts aim not at Cassio 's my worthy 

friend — 
My lord, I see you 're moved. 

Oih. No, not much moved : 

I do not think bat Desdemona 's honest 

logo. Long live she so 1 and long live you to 
think so ! 

OiA. And yet, how nature ening from itself, — 

logo. Ay, ftere 's the point : as — to be bold with 
you — 
Not to affect many proposed matches 
Of her own clime, complexion, and degree, ajo 

Whereto we see in all things nature tends — 
Foh I one may smell in such a will most rank, 
Foul disproportion, thoughts nnnatural. 
But pardon me ; I do not in position 
Distinctly speak of her ; though I may fear 
Her will, recoiUng to her better judgement 
May fall to match you with her country forms 
And happily repent 

Oih. Farewell, farewell : 

If more thou dost perceive, let me know more ; 
Set on thy wife to observe : leave me, lago. mo 

I^go. [Going] My lord, I take my leave. 

933. lucau, result. 336. recoiling to, slip[Hiig 

334. iR pontion, bjr wa7 of from the control of. 
potilive anenion. 338. kaffify, lupljr. 
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O/h. Why did I marry ? This honest creature 
doubtless 
Sees and knows more, much more, than he unfolds. 

logo. [Jie/uming] My lord, I would I might 
entreat youi honour 
To scan this thing no further ; leave it to time : 
Though it be (it that Cassio have his place, 
For, sure, he fills it up with great ability. 
Yet, if you please to hold him off awhile, 
You shall by that perceive him and his means : 
Note, if your lady strain his entertainment >; 

With any strong or vehement importunity ; 
Much will be seen in that In the mean time, 
Let me be thought too busy in my fears — 
As worthy cause I have to fear I am — 
And hold her free, I do beseech your honour. 

Oii. Fear not my government. 

lago. I once more take my leave. {£xi/. 

Otk. This fellow 's of exceedii^ honesty, 
And knows all qualities, with a learned spirit. 
Of human dealings. If I do prove her haggard, >i 
Though that her jesses were my dear heart-strings. 
I Id whistle her off and let her down the wind, 
To prey at fortune. Haply, for I am black 
And have not those soft parts of conversation 
That chambeiers have, or for I am declined 
Into the vale of years, — yet that 'b not much — 
She 's gone. I am abused ; and my relief 
Must be to loathe her. curse of marriage. 
That we can call these delicate creatures ours, 
And not their appetites ! I had rather be a toad, .; 
And live upon the vapour of a dungeon. 
Than keep a comer in the thing I love 
For others' uses. Yet, 'tis the plague of great ones ; 
Prerogatived are they less than the base ; 
a6o. haggard, a wild untrained hawk. 
3S9 
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Tis destiny unshunnable, like death : 
Even then this forked plague is fated to us 
When we do quicken. Desdemona comes : 

Re-enter Desdemona ««/ Emilia. 

If she be false, O, then heaven mocks itself! 
I '11 not believe 't. 

Dei. How now, my dear Othello 1 

Vour dinner, and the generous islanders 3&> 

By you invited, do attend your presence. 

0th. I am to blame. 

Des. Why do you speak so faintly ? 

Are you not well? 

0th. I have a pain upon my forehead here 
» Des. 'Faith, that's with watching; 'twill away 

Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
It will be weU. 

Qth. Your napkin is too little : 

[He puts the handkerchief from him ; and 
' it drops. 

Let it alone. Come, I '11 go in with you. 
Des. I am very sorry that you are not well. 

\£xeuni Othello and Desdemona. 
Emit. I am glad I have found this napkin : 19a 

This was her first remembrance from the Moor : 
My wajnvard husband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd meTo steal it ; but she so loves the token. 
For he conjured her she should ever keep it. 
That she reserves it evermore about her 
To kiss and talk to. I '1! have the work ta'en out, 
And give 't lago : what he will do with it 
Heaven knows, not 1 ; 
I nothing but to please his fantasy. 
396. la'm Mtl, co[NFd. 
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Re-enter Iago. 

/ago. How now 1 what do you here alone ? y>a 

Emii. Do not you chide ; I have a thing for you, 

logo. A thing for me? it is a common thing — 

Mmil. Ha! 

Iago. To have a foolish wife. 

Emil. O, is that all ? What will you give me now 
For that same handkerchief? 

Iago. What handkerchief? 

£ma. What handkerchief! 
Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdemona; 
That which so often you did bid me steal 

Iago. Hast stol'n it from her ? jn 

Emil. No, 'faith ; she let it drop by negligence, 
And, to the advantage, I, being here, took 't u[x 
Look, here it is. 

Iago. A good wench ; give it me. 

Emii. What will you do with 't, that you have .- 
been so earnest 
To have me filch it ? . , 

lagD. [SnaUAing it] Why, what 's that to you ? 

Emii. If 't be not for some purpose of import 
Give 't me agaio : poor lady, she '11 run mad 
When she shall lack it. 

Iago. Be not acknown on 't ; I have use for it. 
Go, leave me. [Exit Emilia, jv. 

. I will in Cassio's lodging lose this napkin, 
1 And let him find it. Trifles hght as air 
I Are to the jealous confirmations stroi^ 
As proofs of holy writ : this may do something. 
The Moor already changes with my poison : 
Dangerous conceits are in their natures poisons. 
Which at the first are scarce found to distaste, 

319. BtnolacknaiBnm-t.Ao 
not oclmawledge il. 
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But with a little act upon the blood. 

Bum like the mines or sulphur. I did say so ; 

Look, where he comes t 

He-enter Othello. 
Not poppy, nor 
Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world, 
Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 
Which thou owedst yesterday. 

Otft. Hal ha! false to meP 

logo. Why, how now, general I no more of that 
OtH. Avaunt I be gone I thou hast set me on the 

I swear 'tis better to be much abused 
Than but to know 't a little. 

lago. How now, my lord t 

0th. What sense had I of her stol'n hours of 
lust? 
I saw 't not, thought it not, it harm'd not me : 
I slept the next night well, waa free and merry ; j, 
I found not Cassio's kisses on her lips : 
He that is robb'd, not wan^g what is stol'n, 
Let him not know 't, and he 's not robb'd at all 

logo. I am sorry to hear this. 

0th. I had been happy, if the general camp, 
Pioners and all, had tasted her sweet body. 
So I had nothing known. O, now for ever 
Farewell the tranquil mind ! Jewell CMitent ! 
Farewell the plumed troop and the big wars 
That make ambition virtue ! O, farewell I 35 

Farewell the neighing steed and the shrill trump. 
The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing life, 
The royal banner, and all quality, 
Pride, pomp and circumstance of glorious war I 
And, O you mortal engines, whose rude throats 

jal. act, aclkn. 346. Piaiun, supers and nunas, 
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The immortal Jove's dread clamouis counterfeit, 
Farewell 1 Othello's occupation 'b gone 1 

/ago. Is't possible, my lord? 

0/A. Villain, be sure thou prove my love a 
whore. 
Be sore ot it ; give me the ocular proof; jt 

Or, hy the worth of man's eternal soul, 
Thou hadst been better have been bom a dog 
Than answer my waked wrath 1 

lago. Is 't come to this 7 

Oi^. Make me to see 't ; or, at the least, so 
prove it, 
That the probation bear no hinge nor loop 
To hang a doubt on ; or woe upon thy life ! 

lago. My noble lord, — 

OtA. If thou dost slander her and torture me. 
Never pray more ; abandon all remorse ; 
On horror's head horrors accumulate ; ^ 

Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amazed ; 
For nothing canst thou to damnation add 
Greater than that 

fago. O grace 1 O heaven forgive me ! 

Are you a man ? have you a soul or sense ? 
God be wi' you j take mine office. O wretched fool. 
That livest to make thine honesty a vice t 

monstrous world I Take note, take note, O 

world. 
To be direct and honest is not safe. 

1 thank you for this profit, and from hence 

1 11 love no friend, sith love breeds such ofTence. js 
Ofk. Nay, stay : thou shouldst be honest 
lag^. I should be wise, for honesty 's a fool 
And loses that it works for. 

Oti. By the world, 

I think my wife be honest, and think she is not ; 
1 1 think that thou ait just, and think thou art not. 
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1 11 have some proc^ Her name, that was as fteth 

As Dian's visage, is now begrimed and Uack 

As mine own face. If there be cords, or knires, 

Poison, or fire, or snfibcating sticani^ 

1 11 not endure it Would I were satisfied ! »» 

I<^o. I see, dr, yon are eaten up with p>ssi<» : 
I do repent me that I put it to yoa 
You woold be sadsSed !> 

Otk. Would ! nay, I will 

lagg. And may: but, how? how satisfied, my 
lord? 
Would you, the supervisor, grossly ^pe on — 
Behold her topp'd ? 

Otk. Death and damnation 1 O ! 

lago. It were a tedious difficulty, I think. 
To bring them to that prospect : damn them then, 
If ever mortal eyes do see them bolster 
More than their own ! What then ? how then ? *«> 
What shall I say ? Where 's satisfaction ? 
It is impossible you should see this, 
Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys, 
As salt as wolves in pride, and foob as gross 
As ignorance made drunk. But yet, I say. 
If imputation and strong circumstances. 
Which lead directly to the door of truth. 
Will give you satisfaction, you may have 't. 

Otk. Give me a living reason she 's disloyal 

lago. I do not like the office : iw 

But, sith I am enter'd in this cause so far, 
Prick'd to 't by foolish honesty and love, 
I will go on. I lay with Cassio lately ; 
And, being troubled with a raging tooth, 
I could not sleep. 

There are a kind of men so loose of soul, 
That in their sleeps will mutter their affairs : 

r, indirect, drcuinsunlul endence. 
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One of this kind is Cassio : 

In sleep I heard him say ' Sweet Desdemona, 

Let us be wary, let us hide our loves ; ' fu 

And then, sir, would he gripe and wring my hand, 

Cry ' O sweet creature I ' and then kiss me hard. 

As if he pluck'd up kisses by the roots. 

That grew upon my lips ; then laid his leg 

Over my thigh, and sigh'd, and kiss'd ; and then 

Cried ' Cursed &te that gave thee to the Moor I ' 

Otk. O monstrous 1 monstrous ! 

logo. Nay, this was but bis dream. 

Of^. But this denoted a foregone conclusion : 
Tis a shrewd doubt, though it be but a dream. 

fag!^ And this may help to thicken other pioo& ^y. 
That do demonstrate thinly. 

Oti. 1 11 tear her all to pieces. 

laga. Nay, but be wise : yet we see nothing 
done; 
She may be honest yet Tell me but this, 
Have you not sometimes seen a handkerchief 
Spotted with strawberries in your wife's hand ? 

Otk I gave her such a one ; 'twas my first gift. 

lagv. I know not that : but such a handker- 
chief— 
I am sure it was your wife's — did I to-day 
See Cassio wipe his beard with. 

OtA. If it be that, — 

t logo. If it be that, or any that was hers, ^^^ 

I It speaks against her with the other proofs. 

Ofi. O, that the slave had forty thousand lives I 
One is too poor, too weak for my revenge. 
Nov do I see 'tis true. Look here, lago ; 
All my fond love thus do I blow to heaven : 
'Tis gone. 
Arise, black vengeance, from thy hollow cell t 

435. SfatUd, embroidered. 447. cell; wt Qq. Ff ■ lidL' 
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Yield up, O love, thy crown and hearted throne 
To tyrannous hate I Swell, bosom, with thy 

fraught, 
For 'tis of aspics' tongues I 

logo. Yet be content 4sd 

Oih. O, blood, blood, blood I 

lago. Patience, I say ; your mind perhaps may 
change. 

0th. Never, lago. like to the Pontic sea, 
Whose icy current and compulsive course 
Ne'er fceb retiring ebb, but keeps due on 
To the Propontic and the Hellespont, 
Even so my bloody thoughts, with violent pace, 
Shall ne'er look back, ne'er ebb to humble love, 
Till that a capable and wide revenge 
Swallow them up. Now, by yond marble heaven, 46a 
[Kneels] In the due reverence of a sacred vow 
I here engage my words. 

lago. Do not rise yet; 

\Kneeis\ Witness, you ever-burning lights above, 
You elements that dip us round about. 
Witness that here lago doth give up 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart, 
To wrong'd Othello's service ! Let him command, 
And to obey shall be in me remorse. 
What bloody business ever. {^^ "^■ 

0th. I greet thy love, 

Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance 

bounteous, 470 

And will upon the instant put thee to 't : 
Within these three days let me hear thee say 
That Cassio 's not alive. 

4S3. Liie te the Pontic sea. ont into Propontis, but the sea 
etc Probably derived Irom never retiretb back again wilhio 
Holland's translalion of Pliny Pontiu.' 

(1601) : 'And the sea Pantus 459. cafatle, far-reacbiug. 

evemmte flowelh and runneth 
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la^. My friend is dead ; 'tis done at youi request : 
But let her live. 

Otk. Damn her, lewd minx 1 O, damn her ! 
Come, go with me apart ; I will withdraw, 
To furnish me with some swift means of death 
For the Ixa devil. Now art thou my lieutenant 

lago. I am your own for ever. [Exeunt. 



Scene IV. Before the castle. 
Enter Desdeuona, Emilia, and Clown. 

Des. Do you know, sirrah, where Lieutenant 
Cassio lies? 

CIo. I dare not say he lies any where. 

Des. Why, man? 

Clo. He's a soldier, and for one to say a 
soldier lies, is stabbing 

Da. Go to : where lodges be ? 

Ch. To tell you where he lodges, is to tell 
you where I lie. 

Des. Can any thing be made of this ? . j 

Ch. I : know not whae be lodges, and for me 
to devise a lodging and say he lies here or he 
lies there, were to lie in mine own throat 

Des. Can you inquire him out^ and be edified 
by report ? 

Clo. I will catechize the world for him; that 
is, make questions, and by them answer. 

Des. Seek him, bid him come biUia: tell 
him I have moved my lord on his behalf, and 
hope all will be well. i 

Clo. To do this is within the compass of man's 
wit ; and therefore I will attempt the doing it. 

\ExU. 
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Des. Where should I lose that handkerchief, 
Emilia P 

EmiL J know not, madam. 

Des. Believe me, I had rather have lost my 
purse 
Full of crusadoea : and, but my noble Moor 
Is true of mind and made of no such baseness 
As jealous creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill thinking. 

EmiL Is he not jealous ? 

Des. Who, he ? I think the sua where he was 
born 30 

Drew all such humours from him. 

Eml. Look, where he comes. 

Dts. I will not leave him now till Cassio 
Be call'd to him. 

EnUr Othello. 
How is 't with you, my lord? 
0th. Well, my good lady. \Aade\ O, hardness 
to dissemble ! — 
How do you, Desdemona ? 

Des. Well, my good ford. 

Oth. Give me your hand : this hand is mois^ 

my lady. 
Des. It yet hath fdt no age nor known no 

sorrow. 
Oth. This argues fruitfulness and liberal heart : 
Hot, hot, and moist : this hand of yours requires 
A sequester from liberty, lasting and prayer, «& 

Much castigation, exercise devout ; 
For here 's a young and sweating devil her^ 
That commonly rebels. 'TIS a good hand, 
A frank one. 

a6. cTUsadott, Portuguese 3B. libiral, wanlon. 

gold coins. 40. mptester, seqimtration. 
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Des. You may, indeed, say so ; 

For 'tvras that hand that gave away my heart. 

Oth, A liberal band ; the hearts of old gave 
hands; 
But our new heraldry is hands, not hearts. 

Ifes. I cannot speak of this. Come now, your 
promise. 

Oth. What promise, chuck ? 

Des. I have sent to bid Cassio come speak with 
you. . 

Oth. I have a salt and sorry rheum offends me ; 
Lend me thy handkerchief. 

Des. Here, my lord. 

Oth. That which I gave you. 

Des. I have it not about me. 

Oth. Not? y 

Des. No, indeed, my lord^^.^^'^ 

Oth. That 's a fault. That handkerchief 
Did an Egyptian to my mother give ; 
She was a dtatmer, and could almost read 
The thoughts of people : she told her, while she 

kept it, 
Twould' make her amiable and subdue my fiither 
Entirely to her love, but if she lost it e 

Or made a gift of it, my father's eye 
Should hold her loathed and his spirits should hunt 
After new fancies : she dying gave it me ; 
And bid me, when my &ite would have me wive, 
To give it her. I did so : and take heed on 't ; 
Make it a darling like your precious eye ; 
To lose 't or give 't away were such perdition 
As nothing else could match. 

Des. Is 't possiUe ? 

Oth. Tis true : there 's magic in the web of it : 
A sibyl, that had number'd in the world , 

56. an Egyptian ; probably a. gipsy- 63. faniUi, loves. 
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The sun to course two hundred compasses, 
In her prophetic fiiry sew'd the worlcj 
The worms were halloVd that did breed the sUk ; 
And it was dyed in mummy which the skilful 
Conserved of maidens' hearts. 

■Des. Indeed ! is 't true ? 

Otk. Most veritable ; therefore look to 't well. 

Des. Then would to God that I had never 
seen't ! 

Olh. Hal wherefore? 

Da. Why do you speak so stardi^y and rash ? 

Otk. Is 't lost ? is 't gone ? speak, is it out o' the 
way? B 

Des. Heaven bless us ! 

Oth. Say you? 

Da. It is not lost ; but what an if it were ? 

Oth, How! 

Des. I say, it is not lost 

Oik. Fetch 't, let me see 't 

Des. Why, so I can, sir, but I wiU not now. 
This is a trick to put me fi'om my suit : 
Pray you, let Cassio be received again. 

Oth. Fetch me the handkerchief: my mind 
misgives. 

Des. Come, come; j 

You 11 never meet a more sufficient man. 

Oik. The handkerchief! 

Des. I pray, talk nie of Cassia 

Oth. The handkerchief ! 

Des. A man that all his time 

Hath founded his* good fortunes on your love, 
Shared dangers with you, — 

Oth. The handkerchief! 

Des. In sooth, you are to blame. 

Oth. Away! {Exit 

74, mamiiiy, a prd)iaratioD made from corpses. 
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Emil. Is not this man jealous ? 

Des. I ne'er saw this before. n 

Sure, there's some wonder in this handkerchief: 
I am most unhappy in the loss of it 

Emil. Tis not a year or two shows us a man : 
They are all but stomachs, and we all but food ; 
They eat us hungerly, and when they are full. 
They belch us. Look you, Cassio and my husband ! 

Enter Cassio and Iago. 

lago. There is no other way; 'tis she must dot : 
And, lo, the happiness I go, and importune her. 

Des. How now, good Cassip ! what 's the news 
with you ? 

Cos. Madam, my former suit : I do beseech you n 
That by your virtuous means i may again 
Exist, and be a member of his love 
Whom I with all the office of my heart 
Entirely honour : I would not be delay'd 
If my offence be of such mortal kind 
That nor my service past, nor present sorrows, 
Nor purposed merit in futurity, 
Can ransom me into his love again, 
But to know so must be my benefit ; 
So shall I clothe me in a forced content, „ 

And shut myself up in some other course, 
To fortune's alms. 
I Des. Alas, thrice-gentle Cassio t 

My advocation is not now in tune ; 
I My lord is not my lord ; nor should I know him 
Were he in favour, as in humour alter'd. 
So help me every spirit sanctified. 
As I have spoken for you all my best 
And stood within the blank of his displeasure 
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For my free speech ! you must awhile be patient : 
What I can do I vill ; and more I will i^s 

Than for myself I dare : let that suffice you. 

lagff. Is my lord angry ? 

^mi/. He went hence but now. 

And certainly in strange unquietness. 

/aga. Can he be angry? I have seen the 
cannon, 
When it hath blown his ranks into the air, 
And, like the devil, from his very arm 
PuFd his own brother : — and can he be angry ? 
Something of moment then : I will go meet him : 
There 's matter in 't indeed if be be angry. 

Des. I prithee, do so, [kxii logo. 

Something, sure, of state, 14a 
Either from Venice, or some unhatch'd practice 
Made demonstrable here in Cyprus to him. 
Hath puddled his clear spirit ; and in such cases 
Men's natures wrangle with inferior things. 
Though great ones are their object. 'Tis even so ; 
For let our finger ache, and it indues 
Our other healthful members even to that sense 
Of pain : nay, we must think men are not gods, 
Nor of them look for such observancy 
As fits the bridal Beshrew me much, Emilia, >si> 
I was, unhandsome warrior as I am, 
Arraigning his unkindness with my soul ; 
But now I find I had suborn'd the witness. 
And he's indicted falsely. 

Emii. Pray heaven it be state-matters, as you 
think, 
And no conception nor no jealous toy 
Concerning you, 

Des. Alas the day, I never gave bim cause ! 

141. practice, plot. Ulention. 

149. eharuancy, obsequious 156. Ai^, caprice. 
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£iitU. But jealous souls will not be answer'd so ; 
They are not ever jealous for the cause, ' - it 

: But jealous for they are jealous : 'tis a monster 
Begot upon itself, bom on itself. 

Des. Heaven keep that monster from Othello's 

mind! 
Emi/. Lady, amen. 

Des. I will go seek him. Cassio, walk here- 
about: 
If I do find him fit, I '11 move your suit. 
And seek to effect it to my uttermost 
Cos. I humbly thank your ladyship. 

[Exeunt Desdemona and Emiiia. 

4 Enter Bianca. 

Bian. Save you, friend Cassio 1 

Cas. What snake you from home 7 

How is it with you, my most fair Bianca ? t; 

V faith, sweet love, I was coming to your house. 

Stan. And I was going to your lodging, Cassia 
What, keep a week away ? seven days and nights ? 
Eight score eight hours ? and lovers' absent hours. 
More tedious than the dial eight score times } 

weary reckoning ! 

Cas. Pardon me, Bianca : 

1 have this while with leaden thoughts been press'd; 
But I shall, in a more continuate time. 

Strike off ^is score of absence. Sweet Bianca, 

[Giving her Desdemonds handkerehief. 
Take me this work out 

Bian. O Cassio, whence came this ? a. 

This is some token from a newer friend : 
To the felt absence now I feel a cause : 
Is 't come to this ? Well, welL 
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Cos. Go to, woman 1 

Thiair your nle guesses in the devil's teeth. 
From whence you have them. You arc jealous now 
That this is from some mistress, some remembrance : 
No, in good troth, Bianca. 

Bian. Why, whose is it ? 

Cos. I know not, sweet: I found it in my 
chamber. 
I hke the work well : ere it be demanded — 
As like enough it will — I 'Id have it copied : 190 

Take it, and do 't ; and leave me for this time. 

Bian. Leave you ! wherefore ? 

Cos. I do attend herc on the general ; 
And think it no addition, nor my wish. 
To have him see me woman'd. • 

Bian. Why, I pray you ? 

Cos. Not that I love jnu not. 

Bian. Bat that you do not lore me. 

I pray you, bring me on the way a little. 
And say if I shall see you soon at night. 

Cas. Tis but a little way that I can bring you ; 
For I attend here : but I '11 see you soon. ' aoe 

Bian. Tis very good ; I must be circumstanced. 
\Exetini. 



ACT IV. 
Scene I. Cyprus. Before the eastle. 
Mnter Othello and Iago. 
It^. Will you think so ? 
Oih. Think so, Iago ! 

SOI. it circaiHilaiKid, submit 
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le^. What, 

To kiss in private 7 

0th. An unauthorized kiss. 

lago. Or to be naked with her &iend in bed 
An hour or more, not meaning any barm ? 

Otk. Naked in bed, lago, and not mean harm ! 
It is hypocrisy against the devil : 
They that mean virtuously, and yet do so, 
The devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt 
heaven. 

lago. So they do nothing, tis a venial slip : 
But if I give my wife a handkerchief, — ] 

0th. What then ? 

lago. Why, then, 'tis heis, my lord ; and, being 
hers. 
She mfiy, I think, bestow 't on any man, 

Otk. She is protectress of her honour too : 
May she give that 7 

lago. Her honour is an essence that 's not seen ; 
They have it vfty oft that have it not : 
But, for the handkerchief, — 

0th. By heaven, I would most gladly have 
fcH^ot it 
Thou said'st — O, it comes o'er my memory, i 

As doth the raven o'er the infected house. 
Boding to all — he had my handkerchief. 

lago. Ay, what of that ? 

0th. That *s not so good now. 

lago. What, 

If I had said I had seen him do you wrong? 
Or heard him say, — as knaves be such abroad. 
Who having, by their own importunate suit. 
Or voluntary dotage of some mistress. 
Convinced or supplied them, cannot choose 
But they must blab — 

0th. Hath he said any thing 7 
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lago. He hath, my lord ; but be you well assured, a 
No more than he 'U unswear. 

Oik. What hath he said ? 

lago. 'Faith, that he did — I know not what he 
did. 

Oth. What? what? 

logo. Lie — 

Oth. With her? 

lago. With her, on her ; what you will 

Oth. Lie with her ! lie on her ! We say lie on 
her, when they belie her. Lie with her ! that 's 
fulsome. — Handkerch ief — confessions — h andker- 
chief !— To confess, and be hanged for his labour; 
— first to be hanged, and then to confess. — I 
tremble at it Nature would not invest herself in ^ 
such shadowing passion without some instruction. 
It is not words that shake me thus. Fish ! Noses, 
ears, and lips. — Is't possible? — Confess — hand- 
kerchief ! — O devil I [Fails in a trance. 

lago. Work on, 
My medicine, work! Thus credulous fools are 

caught ; 
And many worthy and chaste dames even thus, 
All guiltless, meet reproach. What, ho ! my \ai6. t 
My lord, I say ! Othello I 

Enter Cassio. 

How now, Cassio I 
Cas. What 's the matter ? . 

lago. My lord is fall'n into an epilepsy ; 
This is his second fit ; he had one yesterday. 
Cas. Rub him about the temples. 
lago. No, forbear; 

The lethargy must have his quiet course ; 
If not, he foams at mouth and by and by 
Breaks out to savage madness. Look, he stirs : 
376 
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Do you withdraw yourself a. little while, 
He will recover straight : when he is gone, 
I would on great occasion speak with you, 

.[£xi/ Cassio. 
How is it, general ? have you not hurt your head ? \ 

Oik, Dost thou mock me ? 

lago. I mock you I no, by heaven. 

Would you would bear your fortune like a man I 

0th. A homed man 's a monster and a beast. 

la^. There 's many a beast then in a populous 
city, 
And many a. civil monster. 

Otk. Did he confess it i> 

Ja^. Good sir, be a man ; 

Think every bearded fellow that 's but yoked 
May draw with yon : there 's millions now alive 
That nightly lie in those unproper beds 
Which they dare swear peculiar : your case is better. ; 
0, 'tis the spite of hell, the fiend's arch-mock. 
To lip a wanton in a secure couch. 
And to suppose her chaste ! No, let me know ; 
And knowing what I am, I know what she shall be. 

Oth. O, thou ait wise ; 'tis certaitL 

la^. Stand you awhile apart ; 

Confine yourself but in a patient list. 
Whilst you were here o'erwhelmed with your grief— 
A passion most unsuiting such a man — 
Cas^O came hither : I shifted him away. 
And laid good 'scuse upon your ecstasy, 
Bade him anon return and here speak with me ; 
The which he promised. Do but encave yourself, 
And mark the fleers, the gibes, and notable scorns. 
That dwell in every region of his face ; 

69. improptr, no longer their 76. a paliatt Hit, the limi 
own. of pfilience. 

73, ucure, uniuspected. 



U5.t.z5.JbyC,00'^lc 



Othello, the Moor of Venice act iv 

For I will make him tell the tale anev, 
Where, how, bow oft, how long ago, and when 
He hath, and is again to cope your wife : 
I say, but mark his gesture. Many, patience ; 
Or I shall say you are all in all in spleen, 
And nothing of a man. 

0th. Dost thou hear, lago ? 90 

I will be found most cunning in my patience ; 
But — dost thou hear? — most bloody. 

logo. That 's not amiss ; 

But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw ? 

{Oihelh nitres. 
Now will I question Cassio of Bianca, 
A housewife that by selling her desires 
Buys herself bread and clothes : it is a creature 
That dotes on Cassio ; as 'tis the struropefs pl^;ue 
To beguile many and be beguiled by one ; 
He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain 
From the excess of laughter. Here he comes : •» 

Re-<nter Cassio. 
As he shall smile, Othello shall go mad ; 
And his unbookish jealousy must construe 
Poor Cassio's smiles, gestures and light behaviour. 
Quite in the wrong. How do you now, lieutenant ? 
Cos. The worser that you give me the addition 
Whose want even kills me. 

logo. Ply Desdemona well, and you are sure 
on'L 
\^aking l0wer\ Now, if this suit lay in Bianca's 

power. 
How quickly should you speed 1 

Cos. Alas, poor caitiff! 

0th. Look, how he laughs already ! no 

1^0. I never knew woman love man so. 
105. adiitUH, title. 
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Cos. Alas, poor Fogue! I think, i' faith, she 
loves me. 

Oih. Now he denies it faintl;r, and laughs it out. 

logo. Do you hear, Cassio ? 

0th. Now he importunes him 

To tell it o'er : go to ; well said, well said. 

/ago. She gives it out that you shall marry her : 
Do you intend it ? 

Cos. Ha, ha, ha ! ,, 

0th. Do you triumph, Roman ? do you triumph 7 

Cos. I marry her I what? a customer I Prithee, 
bear some charity to my wit j do not think it so 
unwholesome Ha, ha, ha ! 

0th. So, sc^ so, so : they laugh that win. 

Ic^o. 'Faith, the cry goes that you shall many 
her. 

Cos, Prithee, say true. 

lago. I am a very villain else. 

Oih, Have you scored me ? Well i; 

Cos. This is the monkey's own giving out: 
she is persuaded I will marry her, out of her own 
love and flattery, not out of my promise, 

Ofh. lago beckons me ; now he b^ins the 
story. 

Cas. She was here even now; she haunts me 
in every place. I was the other day talking on 
the sea-bank with certain Venetians; and thither 
comes the bauble, and, by this hand, she falls me 
thus about my neck — u 

0th. Crying ' O dear Cassio 1 ' as it were : 
his gesture imports it 

Cos. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me ; 
so bales, and pulk me : ha, ha, ha I 

0th. Now he tells how she plucked him to 



.„.>,.<!. 



Othello, the Moor of Venice act iv 

my chamber. O, I see that nose of yours, but 
not that dog I shall throw it to. 

Cos. Well, I must leave her company. 

le^o. Before tne ! look, vhere she comes. 

Cos. 'Tis such another fitchew ! marry, a per- ijo 
fumed one. 

£nter BiANCA. 

What do you mean by this haunting of m«? 

Bian. Let the devil and his dam haunt you I 
What did you mean by that same handkerchief 
you gave me even now 7 I was a fine fool to take 
it. I must take out the work? — A likely piece of 
work, that you should find it in your chamber, 
and not know who left it there I This is some 
minx's token, and I must take out the work? 
There ; give it your hobby-horse : wheresoever ■&> 
you had it, I '11 take out no work on 't. 

Cat. How now, my sweet Bianca t how now 1 
how now I 

Otk. By heaven, that should be my hand- 
kerchief ! 

Bian. An you'll come to supper to-night, you 
may; an you wilt not, come when you are next 
prepared for. [^Extl. 

logo. After her, after her. 

Cos. 'Faith, I must ; she '11 tail in the street 170 
else. 

la^. Will you sup there ? 

Cos. 'Faith, I intend sa 

/ago. Well, I may chance to see you : for I 
would very fain speak with you. 

Cas. Prithee, come ; will you ? 

lago. Go to ; say no more; [Exit Casdo. 

Otk. [Advattang] How shall I murder him, 
1^0? 
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It^. Did you perceive how he laughed at his .f 
vice? 

Oik. O lago ! 

lago. And did you see the handkerchief? 

Oik. Was that mine ? 

lago. Youra, by this hand : and to see how he 
prizes the foolish woman your wife 1 she gave it 
him, and he hath given it his whore. 

0th. I would have him nine years a^illing. 
A fine woman ! a fair woman ! a sweet woman ! 

la^. Nay, you must forget that. i< 

Olh. Ay, let her rot, and perish, and be 
damned to-night ; for she shall not live : no, my 
heart is turned to stone ; I strike it, and it hurts 
my hand. O, the world hath not a sweeter crea- 
ture : she might lie by an emperor's side and 
command him tasks. 

logo. Nay, that 's not your way. 

0th. Hang her I I do but say what she is : so 
delicate with her needle : an admirable musician : 
. O ! she will sing the savageness out of a bear : of k 
so high and plenteous wit and invention : — 

logo. She 's the worse for all this. 

0th. O, a thousand thousand times : and then, 
of so gentle a condition 1 

lago. Ay, too gentle. 

0th. Nay, that 's certain : but yet the pity 
of it, lago ! O lago, the pity of it, lago ! 

logo. If you are so fond over her iniquity, 
give her patent to offend ; for, if it touch not you, 
it comes near nobody. h 

0th. I will chop her into messes : cuckold me I 

logo. O, 'lis foul in her. 

0th. With mine <^cer ! 

logo. That 's fouler. 

S04. conditien, dispo^tion. 
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0th, Get me some poison, lago; this night: 
I '11 not expostulate with her, lest her body and 
beauty unprovide my mind again: this night, 
lago. 

lago. Do it not nith poison, strai^le her in ua 
her bed, even the bed she hath contaminated. 

0th. Good, good : the justice of it pleases : 
very good. 

Jago. And for Cassio, let me be his under- 
taker : you shall hear more by midnight 

Oth. Excellent good. \A trumpet within^ 
What trumpet is that same ? 

la^. Somediing from Venice, sure. Tis 
Lodovico 
Come from the duke : and, see, your wife is with 
him. 

Enter Lodovico, Desdemona, and Attendants. 
Lod. Save you, worthy general I 
Oth. With all my heart, sir. 

ZoA The duke and senators of Venice greet 

yon. \Gives him a letter. 13s 

Oth. I kiss the instrument of their pleasures. 

\Opens the Utter, and reads. 
Des. And what's the news, good cousin 

Lodovico ? 
/n^. I am very glad to see you, signior ; 
Welcome to Cyprus. 

Lod. I thank you. How does Lieuteoant 

Cassio? 
1^0. Lives, sir. 
Des. Cousin, there's fall'n between him and 

my lord 
An unkind breach : but you shall make all well 
Oth. Are you sure of that ? 
Des, My lord? 
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Otk. \Reads\ 'This fail you not to do, as you 

will ' a4< 

Lod. He did not call ; he 's busy in the paper. 
Is there division 'twixt my lord and Cassio ? 

Des. A most unhappy one : I would do much 
To atone them, for the love I bear to Cassio. 

0th. Fire and brimstone ! 

Des. My lord? 

Otk. Are you wise ? 

Dts. What, is he ar^ry ? 

Led. May be the letter moved him; 

For, as I think, they do command him home, 
Deputing Cassio in his government. 

Des. Trust me, I am glad on 't. 

0th. Indeed ! 

Dts. My lord ? 

0th. I am glad to see you mad. 

Des. Why, sweet Othello,— js 

0th. \Stri}di^her\ Devil! 

Des. I have not deserved this. 

Lod. My lord, this would not be believed in 
Venice 
Though I should swear I saw 't : 'tis very much : 
Make her amends ; she weeps. 

0th. O devil, devil ! 

If that the earth could teem with woman's tears. 
Each drop she falls would prove a crocodile. 
Out of my sight ! 

Des. I will not stay to offend you. [6W>^. 

Lod. Truly, an obedient lady : 
I do beseech your lordship, call her back. a 

0th. Mistress! 

Des. My lord? 

0th. What would you with her, sir ? 

Led. Who, I, my lord ? 

0th. Ay ; you did wish that I would make her turn : 
383 
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Sir, she can turn, and turn, and yet go on. 
And turn again ; and she can weep, sir, weep ; 
And she 's obedient, as you say, obedient, 
Very obedient Proceed you in your tears. 
Concerning this, sir, — O well-painted passion ! — 
I am commanded home. Get you away ; 
I '11 send for you anon. Sir, I obey the mandate, ay 
And will return to Venice. Hence, avaunt ! 

[Exit Desdenuma. 
Cassio shall have my place. And, sir, bHiight, 
I do entreat that we may sup together : 
You are welcome, sir, to Cyprus. — Goats and 
monkeys ! [Exit. 

Lod. Is this the noble Moor whom our Ml 
senate 
Call all in all sufficient ? Is this the nature 
Whom passion could not shake ? whose solid virtue 
The shot of accident, nor dart of chance. 
Could neither graze nor pi«t:e ? 

logo. He is much changed. 

Lod. Are his wits safe P is he not light of brain ? a 

lago. He 's that he is : I may not breathe my 
censure 
What he might be ; If what he m^ht he is not, 
I would to heaven he were I 

Lod. What, strike his wife I 

logo. 'Faith, that was not so well ; yet would 
I knew 
That stroke would prove the worst I 

iMd. Is it his use ? 

Or did the letters work upon his blood. 
And new-create this fault? 

lago. Alas, alas ! 

It is not honesty in me to speak 
What I have seen and known. You shall observe 
him, 

384 
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And his own courses will denote him so > 

That I may save my speech : do but go after, 
And mark how he continues. 

Lod. I am sorry that I am deceived in him. 

\Exeunt. 



Enter Othello and EMfLlA. 

0th. You have seen nothing then ? 

EmiL Nor ever heard, nor ever did suspect. 

0th. Yes, you have seen Cassio and she tc^ther. 

EmiL But then I saw no harm, and then I 
heard 
Each syllable that breath made up between them. 

0th. What, did they never whisper? 

EmiL Never, my lord. 

Otk. Nor send you out o' the way ? 

EmiL Never. 

Ofh. To fetch her fan, her gloves, h<r mask, 
nor nothing ? 

Emit. Never, my lord. 

0th. That's strange. 

EnUL I durst, my lord, to wager she is honest, 
Lay down my soul at stake : if you think other. 
Remove your thot^ht ; it doth abuse your bosom. 
If any wrbtch have put this in your head, 
Let heaven requite it with the serpent's curse ! 
For, if she be no* honest, chaste, and true. 
There 's no man happy ; the purest of their wives 
Is foul as slander. 

0th. Bid her come hither : go. 

\Exit EmiUa. 
She says enough ; yet she 's a simple bawd i 

That cannot say as much. This is a subtle whor^ 

VOL. viii 385 3 c 
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A closet lock and key of villanous secrets ; 

And yet she 11 kneel and pray ; I have seen her do "L 

£MUr Dbsdemoma wilM Emilia. 
Des. My lord, what is your will 7 
OM. Fray, chuck, come hither, 

Da. What is your pleasure ? 
OtA. Let me see your eyes ; 

Look in my face. 

Des. What horrible iancy 's this ? 

Oti. [To £miSa] Some of your function, 
mistress; 
Leave procreants alone and shut the door ; 
Cough, or cry ' hem,' if any body come : 
Your mystery, your mystery : nay, dispatch. 30 

[ExU Emilia. 
Des. Upon my knees, what doth your speech 
import? 
I understand a fury in your words. 
But not the words. 

Oik. Why, what art thou? 
Des. Your wife, my lord ; your true 

And loyal wife. 

0th. Come, swear it, damn thyself; 

Lest, being like one of heaven, the devils them- 
selves 
Should ftar to seize thee: thuefore be double 

damn'd ; 
Swear thou art honest 

Des. Heaven doth truly know it 

0th. Heaven truly knows that thou art fitlse as 

helL 
Des. To whom, my lord ? with whom ? how 
am I false ? 49 
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0th. O Desdemona ! Away ] away I away ! 

Des. Alas the heavy day I Why do you 
weep? 
Am I the motive of these tears, my lord ? 
If haply you my father do suspect 
An instrument of this your calling back, 
Lay not your blame on me : if you have lost bim, 
Why, I have lost him too. 

0th. Had it pleased heaven 

To try me with affliction ; had they rain'd 
All kinds of sores and shames on my bare head, 
Stecp'd me in poverty to the very lips, so 

Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes, 
I should have found in some place of my soul 
A drop of patience : but, alas, to make me 
A fixed figure for the time of scom 
To point his slow unmoving finger at ! 
Yet could I bear that too j well, very well : 
But there, where I have garner'd up my heart, 
Where either I must live, or bear no life ; 
The fountain from the which my current runs. 
Or ebe dries up ; to be discarded thence ! fa 

<yc keep it as a cistern for foul toads 
To knot and gender in I Turn thy complexion 

there, 
Patience, thou young and rose-lipp'd cberubin, — 
Ay, there, look grim as hell I 

Des. I hope my noble lord esteems me honest 

0th, O, ay ; as summer flies are in the shambles. 
That quicken even with blowing. O thou weed, 
Who art so lovely fair and amell'st so sweet 
That the sense aches at thee, would thou hadst 
ne'er been bom ! 

54. tht time if scorn, the a double aense : (t) number of 
Komfiil lime, the mocking age. the hour; {a) otgect. L.] 
[' Figure ' is apparecUf used in 
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Des. Alas, what ignonmt sin have I committed 7 7 

0th, Was this fair paper, this most goodlj book. 
Made to write ' whore ' upon ? What committed ! 
Committed I O thou public commoner 1 
I should make very forges of my cheeks. 
That would to cinders bum up modesty. 
Did I but speak thy deeds. What committed i 
Heaven stops the nose at it and the moon winks, 
The bawdy wind that kisses all it meets 
Is hush'd within the hollow mine of earth. 
And will not hear it What committed 1 t 

Impudent strumpet ! 

Dei. By heaven, you do me wrong. 

0th. Aie not you a strumpet ? 

Da. No, as I am a Christian : 

If to preserve this vessel for my lord 
From any other foul unlawful touch 
Be not to be a strumpet, I am none. 

0/A. What, not a whore? 

Des. No, as I shall be saved. 

0th. Is 't possible? 

Des. O, heaven foi^ve us ! 

0th. 1 cry you mercy, then : 

I took you for that cunning whore of Venice 
That married with Othella [Jlauing his voice'] 

You, mistress, < 

That have the office opposite to Saint Peter, 
And keep the gate of bell I 

Rt-enUr Ehiua. 

You, you, ay, you I 
We have done our course; there's money for 

your pdns : 
I pray you, turn the key and keep our counsel. 

\ExU. 
Eml. Alas, what does this gentlonan conceive ? 
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How do you, madam ? how do you, my good lady ? 

Des. 'Faith, half asleep. 

£mil. Good madam, what's the mattet with 
my lord ? 

Dei. With who? 

£mil, Why, with my lord, madam. n 

Des. Who is thy lord? 

Emil. He that is yours, sweet lady. 

Dei. I have none : do not talk to me, Emilia ; 
I cannot weep j nor answer have I none. 
But what should go by water. Prithe^ to-night 
Lay on my bed my wedding sheets : remember ; 
And call tiiy husband hither. 

Emil. Here 's a change indeed ! [Exit. 

Des. Tis meet I should be used so, vety meet 
How have I been behaved, that he might stick 
The smail'st opinion on my least misuse ? 

Re-enter EuiLiA with Iago. 
lago. What is your pleasure, madam P How is t 

with you I 11 

Da, I cannot telL Those that do teach 
young babes 
Do it with gentle means and easy tasks : 
He might have chid me so ; for, in good fahh, 
I am a diild to chiding. 

lap}. What 's the matter, lady ? 

Emil. Alas, Iago, my lord hath so bewhored her, 
Thrown such despite and heavy terms upon her, 
As true hearts cannot bear. 
Des. Am I that name, Iago ? 
/(■|v. What name, fair lady ? 

Des. Such as she says my lord did say I was. 
EtnU. He call'd her whore: a beggar in his 

drink » 

109. opinioit, MiCHcioa. 109. mimu, bulL 
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Could not have lajd such terms upon his callet. 

lage. Why did he so ? 

Des. I do not know ; I am sine I am none such. 

/ago. Do not weep, do not weep. Alas the 
day! 

£mil. Hath she forsook bo many noble matches, 
Her father and her country and her friends. 
To be call'd whore ? would it not make one weep P 

Des. It is my wretched fortune. 

/ago. Beshrcw him for't ! 

How comes this trick upon him ? 

Des. Nay, heaven doth know. 

Emil. I will be hang'd, if some eternal villain, 130 
Some busy and insinuating rogue, 
Some co^ng, cozening slave, to get some office, 
Have not devised this slander ; I '11 be hang'd else; 

/ago. Fie, there is no such man ; it is impos- 
sible. 

I3es. If any such there be, heaven pardon him t 

Emil A halter pardon him 1 and bell gnaw bis 
bones I 
Why should he call her whoteP who keeps her 

company f 
What place ? what time ? what form ? what hkeli- 

hood? 
The Moor 's abused by some most villanous knave. 
Some base notorious knave, some scurvy fellow. 14a 
heaven, that such companions thou 'Idst unfold. 
And put in every honest hand a whip 
To lash the rascals naked through the world 
Even from the east to the west I 

logo. Speak within door. 

£mil O, fie upon them ! Some such squire 
he was 

lat. calUl, a low wdoud 
135. fanaoh, decliDed. 
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That tutn'd ]rour wit the seamy side without, 
And made you to suspect me with the Moor. 

lago. Vou are a fool ; go to. 

Des. O good lago, 

What shall I do to win my lord again ? 
Good friend, go to him ; for, by this light of heaven, ije 
I know not how I lost him. Here I kneel : 
If e'er my will did trespass 'gainst bis love, 
Either in discourse of thought or actual deed. 
Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any sense, 
Delighted them in any other form ; 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did. 
And ever will — though be do shake me off 
To be^arly divorcement — love him dearly, 
Comfort forswear mel Unkindnesa may do much; 
And his unkindness may defeat my life, i&i 

But never taint my love. I cannot say ' whore : ' 
It doth abhor me now I speak the word ; 
To do the act that might the addition earn 
Not the world's mass of vanity could make me. 

lago. I pray you, be content; 'tis but his 
humour : 
The business of the state does him offence, 
And he does chide with you. 

Dti. If 'twere no other, — 

logo. Tis but so, I warrant 

\Trumpeis within. 
Hark, how these instruments summon to supper I 
The messengers of Venice stay the meat : 170 

Go in, and weep not ; all things shall be well 

\Exeunt Dtsdemona and Emilia. 

Enter RODERiGa 
How now, Roderigo ! 
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Rod. I do not find that thou dealest justly 
with me. 

la^. What in the contrary ? 

Rod. Every day thou dafTest me with some 
device, lago ; and rather, as it seems to me now, 
keepest from me all conveniency than suppliest 
me with the least advantage of hope. I will 
indeed no longer endure it, nor am I yet persuaded iSo 
to put up in peace what already I have foolishly 
suffered. 

lago. Will you hear me, Roderigo? 

Rod. 'Faith, I have heard too much, for your 
words and performances are no kin together. 

lago. You charge me most unjustly. 

Rod. With nought but truth. I have wasted 
myself out of my means. The jewels you have 
bad from me to deliver to Besdemona would half 
have corrapted a votarist : you have told me she i^n 
hath received them and returned nie expectations 
and comforts of sudden respect and acquaintance, 
but I fiod none. 

lago. Well ; go to ; very well 

Rod Very well I go to 1 I cannot go to, man ; 
nor 'tis not very well : nay, I think it is scurvy, 
and begin to find myself fopped in it 

lago. Very well 

Rod. I tell you 'tis not very well. I will 
make myself known to Desdemona : if she will >» 
return me my jewels, I will give over my snit 
and repent my unlawful stdidtation ; if not, assure 
yourself I will seek satisfaction of you. 

Jago. You have said now. 

Rod. Ay, and said nothing but what I protest 
intendment of doing. 

> be taken of nte by 
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lago. Why, now I see theic's mettle in thee, 
and even from this instant do build on thee a 
better opinion than ever before. Give me thy 
hand, Roderigo : thou hast taken against me a n 
most just exception ; but yet, I protest, I have 
dealt most directly in thy afikir. 

Rod. It hath not appeared. 

lago. I grant indeed it hath not appeared, 
and your suspicion is not without wit and judge- 
ment But, Rodengo, if thou hast that in thee 
indeed, which I have greater reason to believe 
now than ever, Z mean purpose, courage and 
valour, this night show it ; if thou the next night 
following enjoy not Desdemona, take me from %-. 
this world with treachery and devise engines for 
nay life. 

Rod. Well, what is it ? is it within reason and 
compass ? 

logo. Sir, there is especial commtsiion come 
from Venice to depute Cassio iu Othello's place. 

Rod. Is that true? why, then Othello and 
Desdemona return again to Venice: 

lago. O, no; he goes into Mauritania and 
takes away with him the fair Desdemona, unless i; 
his abode be lingered here by some accident : 
wherein none can be so detenninate as the re- 
moving of Cassio. 

Red. How do yon mean, removing of him ? 

lago. Why, by making him uncapable of 
Othello's place ; knocking out his brains. 

Rod. And that you would have me to do? 

lago. Ay, if you dare do yourself B profit and 

a right. He sups to-night with a harlotry, and 

thither will I go to bun : be knows not yet <, 

of his honoantble fortune. If you will watch his 

331. liMgirtd, proloD|ed. 
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gang thence, which I will fiuhion to &11 out 
between twelve and one, 70U maj take him at 
your pleasuie : I will be near to second your 
attempt and he ahall fitll between us. Come, 
stand not amazed at it, but go along with me ; I 
will show you such a necessity in his death that 
you shall think yourself bound to put it on him. 
It is now high supper-time, and the night grows 
to waste : about it m 

Jtffd, I will hear further reason for this. 

/ago. And you shall be satisfied. [Exeunt. 



Scene III. Ano&ter room in the tastk. 

Enter Othello, Lodovico, Desdeuona, 
EuiLiA, oa/ Attendants. 

Led, I do beseech you, sir, trouble yourself no 

further. 
0th. O, pardon me ; 'twill do me good to walk. 
Zod. Madam, good night; I humbly thank 

your ladyship. 
Zfes. Youi honour is most welcome. 
OtA. Will you walk, sir? 

O, — Desdeni ona, — 
Des. My lord? 

OtA. Get you to bed on the instant ; I will be 
returned forthwith : dismiss your attendant there : 
look it be done. 

I>es. I will, my lord. 

[£xeunt Ot/ulio, Lodaeico, and Attendants. 
Etttil. How goes it now ? he looks gentler than 

he did. 
Des. He says he will return incontinent : 
He hath commanded me to go to bed, 
394 
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And bade me to dismiss you. 

Emit. Dismiss me ! 

Zfes. It was his bidding ; therefore, good Emilia, 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu : 
We must not now displease him. 

Emil. I would you had never seen him I 

Ues. So would not I : my love doth so approve 
him, 
That even his stubboniness, his checks, bis 

frowns, — » 

Prithee, unpin me, — have grace and favour in them. 

Emil. I have laid those sheets you bade me on 
the bed 

Des. All's one. Good faith, how foolish are 
our minds I 
If I do die before thee, prithee, shroud me 
Id one of those same sheets. 

EmiL Come, come, you talk. 

Dts, My mother had a maid call'd Barbara : 
She was in love, and he she loved proved mad 
And did forsake her : she had a song of * willow ; ' 
An old thing 'twas, but it express'd her fortune. 
And she dial sin^ng it : that song to-night 30 

Will not go from my mind ; I have much to do 
But to go hang my head all at one side. 
And sing it like poor Barbara. Prithee, dispatch. 

Emii. Shall I go fetch your n^ht-gown ? 

Des. No, unpin me here. 

This Lodovico is a proper man. 

Emil. A very handsome man. 

Des. He speaks well 

Emil. I know a lady in Venice would have 

39. a vmg if ' villoa.' The century venion in the Pepysian 

origlaal o( EMsdemana'i lODg collection, with the title, 'A 

was printed b)r Percy in the Lover's Complaint, being for- 

Xeliqufs, from a serenteenth- laken of his Love. ' 
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vralked barefoot to Palestine for a touch of his 

nether lip. . 

Des. \_Si»^ng\ The poor soul sat sighing 1^ a 

sycamore tree, 

Sing all a green willow ; 

Her hand on her bosom, her head on her knec^ 

Sing willow, willow, willow : 
The fresh streams ran by her, and murmur'd 
her moans ; i 

Sing willow, willow, willow ; 
Her salt tears fell from hei, aod softeo'd the 
stones; — 
Lay by these ; — 

\Sin^rtg\ Sing willow, willow, willow ; 
Prithee, hie thee ; hell come anon : — j 

\^nging\ Sing all a green willow must be my gailand. 
Let nobody blame him; his scorn I approve, — 
Nay, that 's not next, — Hark ! who is 't that 
knocks ? 
Emil. It 's the wind. 

Des. \Singit^ I call'd my love false love ; but 
what said he then P 

Sing willow, willow, willow : 
If I court moe women, you 11 couch with moe 
men. — 
So, get thee gone; good night Mine eyes do itch; 
Doth that bode weeping? 
Mmil. 'Tis neither here nor there. 

Des. I have heard it said so. 0, these men. 

Dost thou in conscience think, — tell me, Emilia, — 
That there be women do abuse their husbands 
In such gross kind ? 

Emil. There be some such, no question. 

Des. Wouldst thou do such a deed for all the 
world? 
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Emii. Why, would not you ? 

Des. No, by this heavenly light ! 

EmiL Nor I neither by this heavenly light ; 
I might do t as well i' the dark. 

Des. Wouldst thou do such a deed for all the 
world ? 

Emil. The world 's a huge thing ; it Is a great 
price 
For a small vic& 

Hes. In troth, I think thou wouldst not ^o 

Emil. In troth, I think I should; and undo't 
when I had done. Marry, I would not do such a 
thing for a joint-ring, nor for measures of lawn, 
nor for gowns, petticoats, nor caps, nor any petty 
exhibition; but, for the whole world, — why, who 
would not make hei husband a cuckold to make 
him a monarch ? I should venture purgatory for 't. 

Des. Beshrew me, if I would do such a wrong 
For the whole world, 

Emil. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i' the i^ 
world ; and having the world for your labour, 'tis 
a wrong in your own world, and you m%ht quickly 
make it right. 

Des. I do not think there is any such vroman. 

Emil. Yes, a dozen; and as many to the vantage 
as would store the world they played for. 
But I do think it is their husbands' faults 
If wives do fall : say that they slack their duties, 
And pour our treasures into foreign laps, 
Or else break out in peevish jealousies, ^ 

Throwing restraint upon us ; or say they strike us. 
Or scant our former having in despite ; 
Why, we have galls, and though we have some 

grace, 
Yet have we some revenge. Let husbands know 

75. txiHitiett, allomuce. S5. Uiktvamttge, in addition. 
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Their wives have sense like them : they see and 

smell 
And have their palates both for sweet and sour, 
As husband! have. What is it that they do 
When they change us fcx others ? Is it sport ? 
I think it is : and doth affection breed it P 
I think it doth: is't ftailty that thuB errs? » 

. It is so too : and have not we affecdons, 
Desires for sport, and frailty, as men have ? 
Then kt them use ua well : else let them know, 
The ills we do, their ills instruct us sa 

Des. Good night, good night : heaven me such 

uses send, 
Not to pick bad from bad, but by bod mend 1 

\ExmtfU, 



Scene I. Cyprus. A street. 

EnUr Iaoo and Roderigo. 
lago. Here, stand behind this bulk; straight 
will he come : 
Wear thy good rapiCT bare, and put it home : 
Quick, quick ; fear nothing ; 1 11 be at thy elbow : 
It makes us, or it mars us ; think on that, 
And fix most firm thy resolution. 

Sod. Be near at hand ; I may miscarry in 't 
lago. Here, at thy hand : be bold, and take thy 
stand. [Retires. 

Sod, I have no great devotion to the deed ; 
And yet he hath given me satisfying reastms : 
Tis but a man gone. Forth, my sword : he dies. i 
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lago. I have rubb'd this youag quat almost to 

the sense^ 
And iie grows angry. Now, whether he kill Cassio, 
Or Cassio him, or each do kill the other, 
Eveiy way makes my gain : live Roderigo, 
He calls me to a restitutioii large 
Of gold and jewels that I bobb'd from him, 
As gifts to Desdemona ; 
It must not be : if Cassio do Temain, 
He hath a daily beauty in his life 
That makes me ugly ; and, besides, the Mooi ■ 

May unfold me to him ; there stand I in much 

peril: 
No, he must die. But so : I hear him coming. 

Enter CASSia 

Rod, I know his gait, 'tis he. — Villain, thou 

dicst t \Makes a pass at Cassio. 

Cos. That thrust bad been mine enemy indeed, 

But that my coat is better than thou know'st ; 

I will make proof of thine. 

\Draws, and wounds Roderigo. 
Rod. O, I am slain ! 

\Ia^from behind wounds Cassio in the 
leg, and exit. 
Cas. I am maim'd for ever. Hel[^ ho ! murder I 
murder ! [Falls. 

Enter Othello. 
Olh. The voice of Cassio : lago keeps his word. 
Rod. O, villain that I ami 
. 0th. It is even sa 

Cas. O, help, ho ! light ! a surgeon I 
0th. 'Tis he : — O brave lago, honest and just, 
That hast such noble sense of thy friend's wrong I 
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Thou tcachest me. Minim, your dear lies dead. 
And your unblest fate hies : strumpet, I come. 
Forth of mj heait those charms, thine eyes, are 

blotted ; 
Thy bed, lust-stain'd, shall with tiisf ■ blood be 

spotted. [£xi^ 

EnUr LoDOVico and GRATlAna 

Cat. What, ho ! no watch ? no passage ? murder! 

murder! 
Gra. Tia some mischance; the cry is very 

direful. 
Cos. O, help! 
Lod. Hark! 

Rod. wretched villain ! 

Lod. Two or three groan : it is a heavy night : 
These may be counterfeits : let 's think 't unsafe 
To come in to the cry without more help. 

Rod. Nobody come? then shall I bleed to 

death. 
Lod. Hark! 

Re-enter Iaco, viith a light. 

Gra. Here 's one comes in his ^lirt, with light 

and weapons. 
/ago. Who's there? whose noise is this that 

cries on murder ? 
Lod. We do not know, 

lago. Did not you hear a cry ? 

Cos. Here, here 1 for heaven's sake, help me ! 
logo. What 's the matter ? s 

Gra. This is Othello's ancient, as I take it 
Zod. Tlie same indeed ; a very valiant fellow. 
logo. What are you here that cry so grievously ? 
37. lufatagt, DO patscn-by. L. 
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Cos. 1^0? 0, 1 am.spoil'd, undone by villains i 
Give me some help. 

logo. O me, lieutenant I what villains have 
done this ? 

Cos. I think that one of them is heieabont, 
And cannot make away. 

lage. O treacherous villains I 

What are you there? come in, and give some 

help. [To Zodovico and Gratiano. 

Rod. O, help me here ! fa 

Cos. That 's one of them. 

lago. O murderous slave ! O villain ! 

\Stabs Roderigo. 

Rod. O damn'd lago ! O inhuman dog ! 

la^. Kill men i' the dark J — Where be these 
bloody thieves ? — 
How silent is this town ! — Ho I murder I murder ! — 
What may you be ? are you of good or evil ? 

Lod. As you shall prove us, praise us. 

lago. Signior Lodovico ? 

Lod. He, sir. 

loffi. I cry you men^. Here 's Cassio hurt by 
villiuns. 

Gra. Cassio I 7s 

logo. How is't, brother I 

Cos. My leg is cut in two. 

lago. Many, heaven frabid 1 

Ught, gentlemen : 1 1! bind it with my shirt 

Enter Bianca. 
Bian. What is the matter, ho? who ist that 

cried? 
Ic^o. Who is 't that cried I 
Bian. my dear Cassio \ my sweet Cassio I 
O Cassio, Cassio, Cassio ! 

la^. O notable strumpet ! Cassio, may you suspect 
VOL. VIII 401 Z D 
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Who they should be that have thtis mangled you ? 
Cos. No. 8 

Gra. I am sony to find you thus : I hare been 

to seek yoa 
1(^0. Lend me a garter. So. O, for a chair. 
To bear him easily hence.' 

Bian. Alas, he laints I O Cassio, Cassio, Cassio ] 
logo. Gendemeo all, I do suspect this trash 
To be a party in this injury. 
Patience awhile, good Cassio. Come, come ; 
Lend me a light Know we this &ce or oo? 
Alas, my friend and my dear countryman 
Roderigo ! no : — yes, sure : — O heaven ! Roder^. 9 
Gra. What, of Venice ? 
logo. Even he, sir : did you know him ? 
Gra, Know him ! ay. 

lago. Signlor Gratiano? I cry you gentle 
pardon; 
These bloody accidents must excuse my manners^ 
That so neglected you. 

Gra. I am glad to see yoa 

logo. How do you, Cassio ? O, a chair, a chair t 
Gra. Roderigo 1 

logo. He, he, 'tis he. \A chair brought i«,] 
O, that 's well said ; the chair. 
Some good man bear him carefully from hence ; 
I 'II fetch the general's surgeon. [To Biatua\ 

For you, mistress, ■□ 

Save you your labour. He that lies slain here, 

Cassio, 
Was my dear friend : what malice was between you ? 
Cas. None in the world; nor do I know the 

man. 
lago. [To Bian.l What, look you pale P 0, bear 
him out o' the air. 

[Cassio and Roderigo are borne off. 
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Stay you, good gentlemen. Look you pale, mis- 
tress? 
Do you perceive the gastness of her eye 7 
Nay, if you stare, we shall hear more anon. 
Behold her well ; I pray you, look upon her : 
Do you see, gentlemen ? nay, guiltiness wilt speak, 
Tboi^h tongues were out of use. i 

Enter Euiua. 
Eml. 'Las, what's the matter? what's the 

matter, husband ? 
logo. Cassio hath here been set on in the dark 
By Roderigo and fellows that are scaped : 
He 's almost slain, and Roderigo dead. 

Emil. Alas, good gentleman I alas, good Cassio t 
lago. This is the fruit of whoring. Prithee, 
Emilia, 
Go know of Cassio where he supp'd to-night 
[To BiatKo] What, do you shake at that ? 

Bian. He supp'd at my house ; but I therefore 

shake not. 
lago. O, did he 80 ? I charge you, go with me. » 
Emil. Fie, fie upon thee, strumpet I 
Bian. I am no strumpet ; but of life as honest 
As you that thus abuse me. 

Emil, As I ! foh t fie upon thee 1 

Iap>. Kind gentlemen, let 's go see poor Cassio 
dress'd. 
Come, mistress, you must tell 's another tale. 
Emilia, run you to the citadel, 
And tell my lord and lady what hath happ'd. 
Will you go on ? I pray. [Aside] This is the night 
That either makes me or fordoes me quite. 

\Exeunt. 
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SCZKE II A bedchamber in the castle ; Des- 
DBUONA in bed asleep ; a light burning. 

Etiier Othello. 

Otk. It is the cause, it is die cause, my soul, — 
Let me not name it to you, you chaste stars ! — 
It is the cause. Yet I 'II not shed hec blood, 
Nor scar that whiter slcin of heis than snow, 
And smooth as monumental alabaster. 
Yet she must die, else she '11 betray more men. 
Put out the light, and then put out the light : 
If I quench thee, thou flaming minister, 
I can again thy former light restore, 
Should I repent me : but once put out thy light, lo 
Thou cunning'st pattern of excelling nature, 
I know not where is that Promethean heat 
That can thy light relume. When I have pluck'd 

theros^ 
I cannot give it vital growth again. 
It must needs mther ; I '11 smell it on the tree, 

[Kissing her. 
Ah, balmy breath, that dost almost persuade 
Justice to break her sword I One more, one more. 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
And love thee after. One more, and this the last : 
So sweet was ne'er so fatal. I must weep, » 

But they are cniel tears : this sorrow 's heavenly ; 
It strikes where it doth love. She wakes. 

Dts. Who's there? Othello? 

0th. Ay, Desdemona. 

Des. Will you come to bed, my lord ? 

I. II is Ike came, the cause uotjt to be luuned lo the ' cbaste 
of justice (t, 17), lo be oieculed stars.' 
upoa an adoltness, and hence 
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0th. Have you ptay'd to-night, Desdemona ? 

Dcs. Ay, my lord, 

Oth. If you bethink yourself of any cnme 
Unreconciled as yet to heaven and grace, 
Solicit for it straight 

Des. Alas, my lord, what do you mean by that ? 

Oth. Well, do 'A, and be brief; I will walk by : y. 
I would not kill thy unprepared spirit ; 
No ; heaven forfend ! I would not kill thy soul 

De$. Talk you of killing ? 

Oth. Ay, I do. 

Des. Then heaven 

Have mercy on me ! 

Oth. Amen, with all my heart ! 

Des. If you say bo, I hope you will not kill me. 

Oth. Hum! 

Dei. And yet I fear you ; for you are fotal then 
When your eyes roll so : why I should fear I know 

not. 
Since guiltiness I know not ; but yet I feel I fear. 

Otk. Think on thy sins. 

Des. They are loves I bear to you. ^ 

Oth. Ay, and for that thou diest 

Des. That death 's unnatural that kills for loving. 
Alas, why gnaw you so your nether hp 7 
Some bloody passion shakes your very frame : 
These are portents ; but yet I hope, I hope. 
They do not point on me. 

Oth. Peace, and be still 1 

Des. I will so. What's the matter? 

Oth. That handkerchief which I so loved and 
gave thee 
Thou gavest to Cassia 

Des. No, by my life and soul [ 

Send for the man, and ask hinL 

0^ Sweet soul, take heed, jo 
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Take heed of peijuiy ; thou art oo thy deatb-bed. 

Des. Ay, but not yet to die, 

0th. Yes, presently: 

Therefore confess thee freely of thy sin ; 
For to deny each article with oath 
Cannot remove nor choice the strong conception 
That I do groan withaL Thou art to die. 

Des. Then Lord have mercy on me ! 

Otk. I say, amen. 

Dcs. And have you mercy too I I never did 
Offend you in my life ; never loved Cassio 
But with such general warranty of heaven 6c 

As I might love ; I never gave him token. 

0th. By heaven, I saw my handkerchief in 's 
band. 

perjured woman ! thou dost stone my hear^ 
And makest me call iriiat I intend to do 

A murder, which I thought a sacrifice : 

1 saw the handkerchief. 

Du. . He found it then ; 

I never gave it him : send for him hither ; 
Let him confess a truth. 

0th. He bath confess'd. 

Da. What, my lord ? 

0th. That he hath used thee. 

Des. How? unlawfully? 

0th, Ay, ^ 

Des. He will not say so. 

0th. No, his mouth is stopp'd ; 

Honest lago hath ta'en order for 'L 

Des. O 1 my fear interprets : what, is be dead? 

0th. Had all his hairs been lives, my great 
revenge 
Had stomach for them all. ' 

Des. Alas 1 he is betray'd and I undone. 
5a. freiailfy, forthwith. 
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Otk. Out, strumpet I weep'st thou for him to 

my face ? 
Da. 0, banish m^ my loid, but kill me not ! 
Otk. Down, strumpet ! 

Des. Kill me to-morrow : let me live to-night I i 
Oth. Nay, if you strive, — 
Des. But half an hour ! 

Oth. Being done, there is no pause. 

Des. But while I say one prayer ! 
Oth. It is too late. 

\He stifies her. 
Emil. [ Within\ My lord, my lord ! what, ho ! 

my lord, my lord ! 
Oth. What noise is this? Not dead? not yet 
quite dead ? 
I that am cruel am yet merciful ; 
I would not have thee linger in thy pam : 
So, so. 

EmiL [Within] What, hoi my lord, my lord! 
Oth. Who's there? 

Emil [Within] O, good my lord, I would 

speak a word with you I i 

Oth. Yes: 'tis Emilia. By and by. She's 
dead. 
Tis like she comes to-speak of Cassio's death. — 
The noise was here. Ha! no more moving? 
Still as the grave. Shall she come in ? were 't 

good? — 
I think she stirs again : — no. What 's best to do ? 
If she come in, she 11 sure speak to my wife : 
My wife ! my wife I what wife ? I have no wife. 
0, insupportable I O heavy hour ! 
Methinks it should be now a huge eclipse 
Of sun and moon, and that the affrighted globe >< 
Should yawn at alteration. 

loi. yawn, as It in bewildered wonder. 
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EtnS. \Witim\ I do beseech you 

That I may speak with you, O, good my lord i 

Olh. I had l<a%ot tbcie : O, come in, Emilia : 
Soft ; by and by. Let me the curtains draw. 
Where art thou 7 [ UtUodes the door. 

Enler EuiUA. 
What '» the matter with thee now ? 

EmU. O, my good lord, yonder 's foul murders 
done! 

Otk. What, now ? 

EmiL Bnt now, my lord. 

0th. It is the very error of the moon ; 
She comes mwe oeaier earth th»i she was wont, n 
And makes men mad. 

Emil. Casdo, my lord, hath IdU'd a young 
Venedui 
Call'd Roderigo. 

0th. Roderigo kill'd ! 

And Cassio kill'd ! 

EmU. No, Cassio is not kill'd. 

0th. Not Cassio kill'd t then murder 's out of 
tune, 
And sweet revenge grows harsh. 

Dti. O, falsely, falsely murder'd t 

EmU. Alas, what cry is that ? 

0th. That! what? 

Emil. Out, and alas I that was my lady's voice. 
Help I help, ho 1 help I O lady, speak again I » 
Sweet Desdemona I O sweet mistress, speak ! 

Des. A guiltless death I die. 

EmU. O, who hath done this deed? 

Des, Nobody ; I myseJf. Farewell : 
Commend me to my kind lord : O, ^irewelt I \pies, 

0th. Why, how should she be murder'd ? 

Emit. Alas, who knows ? 
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OiA. You heard her say herself, it was not I. 

Emi/. She said so: I must needs report the 
truth. 

OiA. She's like a liar gone to burning hell : 
Twas I that klll'd her. 

Emil O, the more angel she, >; 

And you the blacker devil I 

Oti. She tum'd to folly, and she was a whore. 

£mi/. Thou dost behe her, and thou art a 
devil 

Oih. She was false as water. 

£mi/. Thou art rash as fire, to say 

That she was false: O, she was heavenly trae ! 

OiA. Cassio did top her ; ask thy husband else. 
O, I weie damn'd beneath all depth in hell, 
But that I did proceed upon just grounds 
To this extremity. Thy husband knew it all. 

Emil My husband 1 i, 

OIA. Thy husband. 

Emi/. That she was false to wedlock 7 

OiA. Ay, with Cassio. May, had she been true, 
If heaven would make me such another world 
Of one entire and perfect chrysolite, 
I 'Id not have sold her for it 

Emi. My husband ! 

OiA. Ay, 'twas he that told me first : 

An honest man be is, and hates the slime 
That sticks on hlthy deeds. 

Emii. My husband 1 

Oii. What needs this iteration, wouum ? I say 
thy husband. ■< 

Emil O mistress, villany hath made mocks 
with love! 
My husband say that she was false I 

OiA. He, woman ; 

I say thy husband : dost understand the word ? 
409 



,..,o,C,oo'^lc 



Othello, the Moor of Venice act 

My fiiend, thy husband, honest, honest lago. 

£mil If he say so, may his pernicious soul 
Rot half a grain a day ! he lies to the heart : 
She was too fond of her most filthy bargain. 

0th. Ha! 

Emil. Do thy worst : 
This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven j 

Than thou wast worthy her. 

0th, Peace, you were best. 

Emit Thou bast not half that power to do me 
harm 
As I have to be hurt. O gull I O dolt ! 
As ignorant as dirt I thou hast done a deed — 
I care not for thy sword ; I '11 make thee known, 
Though I lost twenty lives. Help I help, ho I 

help I 
The Moor hath kill'd my mistress I Murder I 
murder! 

Enter Montano, Gratiano, Iago, and others. 
Men. What is the matter ? How now, general ! 
Emil. O, are you come, lago ? you have done 
well. 
That men must lay their murders on your neck. ■, 
Gra. What is the matter? 
Emil. Disprove this villain, if thou be'st a man : 
He says thou told'st him that his wife was false : 
I know thou didst not, thou 'rt not such a villain : 
Speak, for my heart is full 

Jago. I told him what I thought, and told no 
more 
Than what he found himself was apt and true. 
Emil. But did you ever tell him she was false ? 
logo. I did. 

Emil. You told a lie ; an odious, damned lie ; a 
Upon my soul, a lie, a wicked lie. 
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She false with Cassio ! — did you say with Cassio ? 

la^. With Cassio, mistress. Go to, chum yout 
tongu& 

Mmil. I wilt not charm my tongue ; I am bound 
to speak: 
My mistress here lies murder'd in her bed, — 

All, O heavens forfend I 

Emil. And your reports have set the murder on. 

Ofh. Nay, stare not, masters : it is true, indeed. 

Gra. Tis a strange truth, 

Man. O monstrous act I 

Emil. Villany, villany, vtllany 1 190 

I think upon 't : I think : I smell 't : O villany ] — 
I thought so then : 1 11 kill myself for grief : — 

villany, villany I 

lago. What, are you mad? I charge you, get 
you home. 

Efml. Good gentlemen, let me have leave to 
speak: 
Tb proper I obey him, but not now. 
Perchance, lago, I will ne'er go home. 

0th. 0\ 0\ 0\ [He falls on tht bed. 

Emil. Nay, lay thee down and roar ; 

For thou hast kill'd the sweetest innocent 
That e'er did lift up eye 

0th. \Rinng\ O, she was foul ! sw 

1 scarce did know you, uncle: there lies your 

niece, 
Whose breath, indeed, these hands have newly 

stopp'd : 
I know this act shows horrible and grim. 
Gra. Poor Desdemona ! I am glad thy father 's 

dead: 
Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief 
Shore his old thread in twain : did he live now, 
This s^ht would make him do a desperate turn, 
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Vea, cone his better angel from bis side, 
And &11 to reprobation. 

Oth. Tis pitiful ; but yet lago knows , 

That she with Cassio bath the act of shame 
A thousand times committed ; Cassio confcss'd it i 
And she did gratify his aracnoiis works 
With that tecc^izance and pledge of love 
Which I first gave her ; I saw it in his hand : 
It was a handkerchief an antique token 
My father gave my mother. 

EmiL O heaven ! O heavenly powers i 

lago. Come, hold your peace. 

Emil. Twill out, twill out : I peace 1 

N<^ I will speak as liberal as the north : , 

Let hea^n and men and devils, let them all, 
All, all, cry shame against me, yet 1 11 speak. 

lago. Be wise, and get you home. 

Eml. I will noL 

\Iago offers to stab Emilia 

Gra. Fie ! 

Your sword upon a woman ? 

EmiL O thou dull Moor! that handkerchief 
thou speak'st of 
I found by fortune and did give my husband; 
For often with a solemn earnestness. 
More than indeed bdoi^d to such a trifl^ 
He b^^d of me to steal it. 

lago. Villanous whore ! 

Emil. She give it Cassio I no, alas 1 I found it, i. 
And I did give 't my husband. 

lago. Filth, thou liest I 

Emil. By heaven, I do not, I do not, gentlemen. 
O murderous coxcomb .' what should such a fool 
Do with so good a wife ? 

Oth. Are there no stones in heaven 
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But what serve (or the thunder ? — Precious villain I 

[He runs at lago : lago, from behind, stabs 

Emilia, and exit. 

Gra. The woman falls; sure, he hath kill'd 

his wife. 
Emit. Ay, ay : O, lay me by my mistress' side. 
Gra. He's gone, but his wife's kill'd. 
Mim. Tis 2 notorioua villain. Take you this 
weapon, 
Which I have here recover'd from the Moor : b. 

Come, guard the door without ; let him not pass. 
But kill him rather. I 'II after that same villain, 
For 'tis a damned slave. 

[Exeunt Mbniano and Gratiano, 
0th. I am not valiant neither, 

But every puny whipster gets my sword : 
- But why should honour outlive honesty 7 
Let it go all. 

Emil. What did thy song bode, lady ? 

Hark, canst thou hear me ? 1 will play the swan. 
And die in music [Sit^ng\ Willow, willow, 

willow. — 
Moor, she was chaste ; she loved thee, cmel Moor ; 
So come my soul to bliss, as I speak true ; v. 

So speaking as I think, I die, I die. [Dies. 

0th. I have another weapon in this chamber ; 
It is a sword of Spain, the ice-brook's temper :— 
O, here it is. Uncle, I must come forth. 

Gra. [Within] If thou attempt it, it will cost 
thee dear : 
Thou hast no weapon, and perforce must suffer. 

Ot/t. Look in upon me then and speak with m^ 
Or, naked as I am, I will assault thee. 

Jie-tnter GRATiANa 
Gra. What is the matter? 
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Oih. Behold, I have a weapon ; 

A better never did itself sustain asa 

Upon a soldier's thigh : I have seen the day, 
That, with this little arm and this good swtnd, 
I have made my way through more impediments 
Than twenty times your stop : but, vain boast t 
Who can control his fate ? tis not so now. 
Be not afraid, though you do see me weapon'd; 
Here is my journey's end, here is my butt, 
And very sea-mark of my utmost sail 
Do you go back dismay'd ? 'tis a lost fear ; 
Man but a rush against Othello's breast, wr> 

And he retires. Where should Othello go ? 
Now, how dost thou look now ? O ill-stair'd wench I 
Pale as thy smock ! when we shall meet at compt. 
This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven. 
And fiends will snatch at it. Cold, cold, my girl ! 
Even like thy chastity. O cursed slave ! 
Whip me, ye devils, 

From the possession of this heavenly sight ! 
Blow me about in winds I toast me in sulphur 1 
Wash me in steep-down gulfs of liquid fire i aSa 

O Desdemona ! Desdemona I dead I 
Oh I Oh! Oh I 

Enter LoDOVico, Montano, Cassio carried in 

a (hair, and Officers with Iago, prisoner. 
Lod. Where is this rash and most unfortunate 

man? 
0th. That 's he that was Othello : here I am. 
Lod. Where is that viper ? bring the villain forth. 
0th. I look down towards his feet ; but that 's 
a &ble. 
If that thou be'st a devil, I cannot kill thee. 

[ Wounds /ago 
Lod. Wrench his sword from him. 
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Bc. II Othello, the Moor of Venice 

/(^. I bleed, sir ; but not IdU'd. 

0th, I am not sony neither : I Id have thee live ; 
For, in my sense, 'tis happiness to die. a^a 

Lod. O thou Othello, (hat wert once so good, 
Fall'a in the practice of a damned slave, 
What shall be said to thee ? 

0th. Why, any thing: 

An honourable muideier, if you wilt ; 
For nought I did in hate, but all in honour. "^ 

Lod. This vrretch hath part confess'd his villany : 
Did you and he consent in Cassio's death 7 

0th. Ay. 

Cos. Deal general, I never gave you cause. 

0th. I do believe it, and I ask you pardon. y>o 

Will you, I pray, demand that demi-devil 
Why he hath thus ensnared my soul and body P 

la^. Demand me nothing : what you know, 
you know : 
From this time forth I never will speak word. 

Lod. What, not to pray 7 

Gra. Torments will ope your lips. 

0th. Well, thou dost best. 

Lod. Sir, you shall understand what hath be- 
fell'n, 
Which, as I think, you know not Here is a letter 
Found in the pocket of the slain Roderigo ; 
And here another : the one of them imports ]» 

The death of Cassio to be undertook 
By Roderiga 

0th. O villain! 

Cea. Most heathenish and most gross I 

Lod. Now here 's another discontented paper. 
Found in his pocket too ; and this, it seems, 
Roderigo meant to have sent this damned villain ; 
But that belike lago in the interim 
Came in and satisfied him. 
415 
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Othello, the Moor of Venice act v 

0th. O the pernicious caitilf 1 

Hov came you, Cassio, by that handkerchief 
That was my wife's ? 

Cos. I found it in my chamber ; 3., 

And he himself confess'd but eyen now 
That there he dropp'd it for a special purpose 
Which wrought to his desire. 

Oik. O fool ! fool ! fool ! 

Cos. There is besides in Roderigo's letter, 
How he upbraids lago, that he made him 
Brave me upon the watch ; whereon it came 
That I was cast : and even but now he spake. 
After long seeming dead, lago hurt him, 
lago set him on. 

Lad. You must forsake this room, and go with tia : 330 
Your power and your command is taken off, 
And Cassio rules in Cyprus. For this stave, 
If there be any cunning cruelty 
That can torment him much and hold him long^ 
It shall be his. You shall dose prisoner rest, 
Till that the nature of your &ult be known 
To the Venetian state. Come, bring him away. 

0th. Soft you ; a word or two before you go. 
I have done the state some service, and they know 't. 
No more of that I pray you, in your letters, 340 
When you shall these unlucky deeds relate, 
Speak of me as I am ; nothing extenuate. 
Nor set down aught in malice : then must you speak 
Of one that loved not wisely but too well ; 
Of one not easily jealous, but, being wrought, 
Perplex'd in the extreme ; of one whose hand, 
Like the base Indian, threw a pearl away 
Richer than all his tribe ; of one whose subdued eyes. 
Albeit unused to the melting mood, 
Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees jjs 

350. AraHoH tras, tbe acacia AraSiea. L. 
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sc. II Othello, the Moor of Venice 

Their medicinal gum. Set you down this ; 

And say besides, that in Aleppo once. 

Where a malignant and a turban'd Turk 

Beat a Venetian and traduced the state, 

I took by the throat the circumcised dog, 

And smote him, thus. [^Siais himself. 

Lod. O bloody period ! 

Gra. All that 's spoke is marr'd. 

0th. I kiss'd thee ere I kill'd thee : no way but 
this; 
Killing myself, to die upon a kiss. 

{Falls on the bed, and dies. 

Cas. This did I fear, but thought he had no 
weapon ; ji 

For he was great of heart. 

Lod, [To lago] O Spartan dog, 

More fell than anguish, hunger, or the sea ! 
Look on the tragic loading of this bed ; 
This is thy work : the object poisons sight ; 
Let it be hid. Gratiano, keep the house, 
And seize upon the fortunes of the Moor, 
For they succeed on you. To you, lord governor. 
Remains the censure of this hellish villain ; 
The time, the place, the torture : O, enforce it ! 
Myself will straight aboard ; and to the state y, 

This heavy act with heavy heart relate [Exeunt. 
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